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INTRODUCTION 

TO 

LOVE AFTER DEATH. 



From the time that Spain had been liberated 
from the Moorish yoke bj Ferdinand and Isabella, 
the descendants of the Arabs had continued to live 
upon the same soil as their conquerors, and in its 
most favoured portion, until the Ist of January, 
1567, when the edict of Philip II., which had for 
its object the extirpation of all Moorish customs, 
was published at Granada. This edict, which was 
strenuously opposed by the Duke of Alva himself, 
was quite in keeping with the absolute spirit and 
violent character of the king. It containea, against 
the Moors, conditions of the utmost severity ; not 
only those which Calderon has particularized in 
the first act of this play, such as the prohibition of 
the Moorish language, the preventing the Moors 
from entering the public baths, and from using silk 
in their dresses ; but others, which were still more 
intolerable to the feelings of that people ; namely, 
the preventing the Moorish women from appearing 
veiled in the public streets, and the compelling 
their houses to remain open during the celebration 
of their religious festivals. On the promulgation 
of the edict, the principal Moors of G-ranada, and 
of the entire kingdom, sent addresses and petitions 
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to the president, to the captam-general, and to the 
king ; but all in Tain. Ereiy day they saw them- 
selves exposed to everj species of inisultuig and 
vexatious annoyance ; until at length they resolved 
to have recourse to arms — an extreme step, on 
which, however, their brethren of the humbler 
classes had already decided. They employed nearly 
two years in preparations, and at length, in the 
month of December, 1568, the insurrection burst 
out in the Alpujarra.* At first the insurgents had 
the advantage, but towards the end of 1570, 
divisions having arisen amongst them, they were 
defeated, and a general amnesty being then offered 
by the conquerors, the insurrection was finally put 
down. 

It is on a very affecting incident, to which this 
struggle gave rise, that Calderon has foxmded 
the allowing drama. This incident is related at 
some length, and with much feeling, in the Huiory 
of the Qvoil Wars of Granada, hy GHnes Perez de 
Hyta;\ and what renders the narrative still more 
interesting is the fact, that the historian received 
it from the Hps of the hero himself.^ It may be 
curious to compare the dramatic with the histori-* 
cal version of the story, and I therefore give Cthies 
Ferez^g account with some abridgment. After 
describing the taking and destruction of Galem, 
which took place in the January of 1570, he 
continues : — 

The news of this event flew rapidly over \ht. 
entire of Spain, and reached Algiers at the very 
moment when Ochali, the king of that place, was 

* The Alpojarra is a chain of mountains situated in the 
kingdom of Granada. 

t Ouerraa Civiles de Granada. Pw Ginea Perez de Hyta. 
Paris : Baudry, 1847. 

t Page 432. 
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aboat despatching an army of 2,000 men to the 
aasutance of the insurgents in the Alpujarra. But 
so disheartened was he by the capture of so strong 
a fortress as Galera, that he abandoned his project 
altogether. No one trembled more at the intelli- 
gence than did the Captain Malec;* for at that 
time his young and beautiful sister Maleca was 
residing at Galera, on a visit with some of her 
relatives, and it was rumoured that she, with many 
other women, had been slain in the assault. It was 
stated that her beauty was of the highest order, 
so much so, that it was celebrated, and universally 
praised, all through the kingdom of Ghranada. 

It was in Eurchena that the Captain Malee 
learned intelligence of these events. He was 
greatly afflicted, and commenced seeking some one 
who would go secretly to Gblera to learn the fate 
of his sister — to discover her body among the corses 
of those who were slain, if she were dead, or the 
place of her captivity, if she had been made a 
prisoner. 

A Moorish youth, who loved her much, who had 
been her suitor for many years, and who ambi- 
tnmed to be the brother-in-law of Malec, said 
tiiat he would go to Galera, and bring back intelli- 
gexvce of the certain fate of Maleca. His intention 
wasy in case of the beautiful Moor being a captive, 
to go and throw himself at the feet of Don John 
of Austria, to implore of him to receive ransom for 
Us beloved, and then, having married her, to settle 
at Hnescar, or to depart with her into Murcia, 
where thev would live together. With this design 
he took his leave of Malec, and having mounted a 



* In Perez de Hyta, the name is Malek, and that of hia 
sifltet is Maleka, In Calderon, they are Malec and Maleca, 
Calderon also makes Mtdeca the daughter, and not the sister 
of Malec, 



Z INTBODtTCTIOir. 

mettlesome steed, took the road to Galera. Having 
arriyed at Orca, he found it completely deserted ; 
but, neyertheless, he entered a house which he 
knew, and where he secured his horse. Towards 
the middle of the night, and in the midst of in- 
cessant rain, he entered Gkdera, where he was 
overwhelmed with consternation at the ruin and 
the devastation which he beheld. At everj step 
his feet stumbled against a human body, and his 
eyes were bewildered by the changes which the 
city had undergone ; and thus he was compelled to 
await the light of day to discover the house in 
which his mistress resided, although he knew it 
weU. He spent the night in an intrenchment, but 
was unable to close his eyes even for a moment, as 
well £rom the torments of his imagination as &om 
the mournful bowlings of the dogs and other 
animals, which aeem^ to lament his misfortune 
in the cries which they uttered for the loss of their 
masters. At break of dawn the courageous Moor 
sought a position from which he could descry the 
entire camp of Don John, and was astonished at its 
immense extent, and then returned to search for 
the house in which his mistress had lived. Upon 
entering the court-yard he found many Moorish 
men lying dead, and a little further on, many 
Moorish women also dead, among whom he soon 
discovered the beautiful and lost Maleca, whose 
image was stamped upon his heart. Although she 
was dead three days, she was still as beautiful iss 
when she was living, except for the extreme pale- 
ness of her face, which was occasioned by the loifs 
of so much blood. The beautiful Maleca was in 
her under-dress, which indicated that the Christian 
who had slain her possessed at least some little 
nobility of soul, since, although he had deprived 
her of the outer one, he had left her this, whioh 
was very rich, and worked with green silk, after the 
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eofliom af the Moors. After the taking of the dtj^, 
the victors had retired at nightfall, and the ram 
and snow had heen so incessant dnring the follow- 
ing day, that they had not returned to destroy the 
fortifications, according to the orders of Don John. 
It was for this reason that the body of Maleca 
remained thus in her bloody garment. She had re- 
eeived two wounds, both in the breast ; and it was 
a spectacle worthy of the greatest compassion, to 
see so much beauty treated with so much barbarity. 
When the Moor saw and recognised his lady, 
oppressed with great grief of heart, he took her m 
Us arms, and pouring forth a torrent of tears, he 
kissed her a thousand times upon her cold mouth, 
and said, '' My delight ! hope of my consolation ! 
I did not think, eyen at the end of the seven long 
years that I have served you, to have the glory of 
joining my lips to yours, cold though they be, and 
with their beauty triumphed over by death. Cruel 
Christian ! how had you the courage to snatch her 
firom the world P Didst thou ever experience the 
blessedness of love P — Hast thou ever known what 
a beautiful woman was P If you did not, I do not 
wonder at the brutal cruelty of this action ; but if 
you did, why did vou not recall to mind the object 
of your affection r You might have seen her pic- 
ture mirrored in the eyes of this most beautiful 
lady, which would have turned your furious hand 
6tom inflicting these mortal wounds. If, by chance, 
ft Moor had wounded or offended you, at a favour- 
able opportunity you might have revenged the 
wrong upon him. But how did an angel merit 
this punishment, she who was made to be but the 
-object of adoration ? Do you think, wretch, that 
the glory of a general, when he triumphs over his 
enemy, is to murder a beauty, than which none 
greater was ever seen in the kingdom of Granada P 
Ah ! badly have you thought, and worse have you 
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acted, since your cruelty has slain her whose eyes 
gave life and death, and on whose glances a thou- 
sand souls hung suspended ! Say, villain, instead 
of killing her, why were you not ambitious of the 
ffreater glory of making her a captive, whose beauty 
nas captivated so many ? I would have gone to 
seek her: instead of one slave, you would have 
two ; for as such I would have served you, deliver- 
ing myseli^ into your hands ! Badly have you acted, 
Christian ; but I swear to you, by the soul of h^ 
who was my happiness, to seek you wherever you 
may be, and to pay you the guerdon your villanous 
hand has merited." The Moor having thus given 
a free vent to his grief, and having embraced and 
kissed his dead mistress a thousand times, resolved 
to await the darkness of the night, in order to con- 
vey the body away to the valley of the Almanzora ; 
but seeing the difficulty of executing this project, 
he changed his intention, and determined to bury 
her where she lay. 

And, taking a piece of charcoal, he inscribed, in 
the Arabic language, upon the white wall that 
stood near, the following epitaph : — 

Here the fair Maleca lies, 

yictim of the fouleat murder ; 
With a thousand tears and sighs, 

I, her lover, have interred her. 
For she was my life of life — 
My dream 1 my joy ! my virgin wife ! 
A coward wreten— a Cbiristian hound. 

Slew this wonder of the land : 
Him I'U seek the whole earth round, 

Until he dies beneath my hand. 

Tuzani, for so was the Moor called, having finished 
theforegoing epitaph, took his departure from G-alera, 
and returned to Purchena without being discovered. 
He there related to Malec all that he had seen — 
of the great slaughter of the Moors — of the num- 
ber of Moorish women and children he had seen 
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lying dead in the streets and houses ; and how he 
Had discovered the body of his beautifiil sister, and 
had given it burial. At which Malec was deeply 
afflicted, weeping bitterly the loss of his beloved 
Maleca, as is described in the following Eomance : — 

In Forchena Maleo waiteth, gates are dosed, portoolliB down. 
Longing to obtain some tidings from Galera's leaffaered town. 
And one da^ amid his coanoil, formed of many a Moorish chief, 
Thas with sighs proclaimed his wishes — thus expressed his bosom's grief. 
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Much I long to know the tidings from Galera's leagnered town. 
Whether its strong walls are standing, or have tombled headlong down. 
I will give, as wife, my sister, she the beautiftal and small. 
Unto Eim who seeks Galera, and returning tolls me all. 

" If 'tis taken, or not taken— if 'tis hopeful, or appalled. 
For within it dwells my sister, she who is Maleca called— 
She, of all Granada's maidens, fairest, brightest, gentlest one. 
There is visiting her kindred— would to heaven she ne'er had gone !" 

Then a Moorish youth advancing, spoke with rapture in his eyes, 
" I will go upon this journey for so great and fair a prize. 
Seven long ^^ears I've wooed thy sister, with a fond and faithftd love^ 
Ah 1 how faithful and how tender, let this hidden picture prove l" 

Then from out his breast tiie picture forth with trembling hands he 

drew. 
And the fair face of the maiden flashed upon the gazer's view — 
Flashed, as doth the star of evening through the rosy twilight skies, 
With the beauty, and the candour, and the magic oi her eyes ! 

And the Moorish youth retiring, waited for the dawn of day. 
Then from out Purohena sallied, on a stoed of dapple-grey. 
On his feet were yellow buskins, all with silken sandals twined, 
Shield and spear he bore before himj and a short sword hung behind. 

And a firelock hung suspended from his ri^ht-hand saddle-bow. 
Which the Moor, in fair Valencia, leamea to manage long ago. 
Forth f^ong the wild Sierra, through the dusk he wandered tiience, 
Fearing not the Christian forces, now that Love is his defence. 

When at length the sun had risen o'er the mominj^ vapours damp, 
In the fields about Huescar he beholds the Christian camp. 
For the night he waits in Orca, there conceals his dapple-grey. 
And through darkness to Galera by a footpath takes his way. 

From the clouds the rain was falling— from the heavens the snow came 

down. 
In the iHtehy dark of midnight he did reach the fated town : 
JtuinedValls were strewn around him, bloody corses strewed the g^und. 
And the house of his Maleca cannot in the dusk be found. 

Oh! the anguish of that moment I Oh 1 the bitterness to wait 

. 9iU, the slow-returning daylight would reveal the dear one's fate. 

Is she dead ? or rudeiy captured by some rufilan soldier horde ? 

^ie, the beautiful and gentle — she, the worshipped and adored ! 
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When at langih the damn, otmanang fUnunmred tluovgli fb« )omaij 

street. 
To tke booM of hii belored turned the Moor his trembKng feet ; 
In the oonrt-jmrd Moorish ooraes, men and women, blocked the wsy» 
And oh ! bitter, bitter aonrow ! there the fair Maleea lay : — 

Like a lilj in a garland twined of dnsky antoinn flowers- 
Like a siirer beech-tree shining in the midst of gnu'led bowers— 
Like the yoong moon's pearly crescent, seen b^de a rain-fiUed elood* 
Thus the fair, the dead Maleea, lay amid the swarthy rarowd ! 

Then the Moor, ?nth tears down pouring for this foulest crime of crimos. 
Pressed her in his sad embraces, kissed her lips a th o naan d times — 
Cried sload, " Oh ! crael Christian, thou who quenched this beanteoos 

sun. 
Dearly, dearty, by Mohammed, shalt tiion pay for what thou*st done.'* 

Then he hoUowed out the narrow house, where all that live must dwell* 
Filed the cold earth on her bosom, took his long, his last farewell. 
Smoothed the ground around, lest prying eyes the new*made grave' 

might trace, 
Then inscribed their names together on the white wslls of the place. 

From that mournful scene departing, slowly, sadly turned the Moor, 
Found his steed again at Orea, pas^d unnoticed and secure* 
Beached Parchena, when to Muec he reyealed his tale of pain. 
How he found Galera taken, and his beauteous sister slain. 

Tuzani was a natiye of Cantoria, and possessed 
great courage and spirit. Being from nis cbild- 
hood brought up in a family of old Christians, he 
spoke the Spanish language so perfectly that none 
would suppose him to have been a Moor. BesolYed 
on seeking revenge for the death of his mistress, he 
quitted the valley of the Almanzora in the dress of 
a Christian soldier, with his good sword by his side, 
and his matchlock on his shoulder, of which he had 
learned the use at Valencia and other places. 
Leaving Purchena, and carrying with him paas*- 
ports from Malec, lest any of the Moors might 
obstruct him on the journey, he arrived at Baza, 
and went from thence to the camp of Don John, 
where he enlisted in the regiment of Naples. 

In this capacity he always preserved in his 
memory a recollection of the death of the beautiful 
Maleea. The portrait of his mistress never quitted 
his bosom, and he never ceased to think of the 
vengeance he had vowed. In order to discover lih^ 
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Cbristian who had killed her, he mingled con- 
stantly among the soldiers, and when he saw a 
nxmiber of them assembled together, he imme- 
diately joined them, and endeavoured as soon as 
possible to turn the conversation upon the storm- 
ing of Gttlera. "Certainly, comrades," said he, 
" there was never a more brilliant action than that, 
nor was there ever a greater slaughter of Moors. 
Eor my own part, I confess that I killed more 
than forty of the most beautiful women in the 
place, not to talk of the men and the children, who 
were still more numerous." And thereupon, the 
soldiers, according to their custom, began to vie 
with each other in detailing the numbers they had 
killed, and the plunder they had gained. One day 
that he had resorted to this stratagem, for the pur- 
pose of obtaining information, a soldier answered 
him in these words, " If you, seiior soldier, have 
killed so many in the storming of Qalera, without 
having compassion on the women and children, 
you must certainly have a hard and flinty heart, 
for, afber all, it is a sad and mournful action to kill 
a woman, particularly if she be beautiful. Why 
punish these unfortunate creatures for the crimes 
that men commit P As for me, I have killed but 
one, and it grieved me to the soul, pardcularlv 
when I learned from other women who escaped, 
that she whom I had slain was sister to the Captain 
Malec, of Purchena. And, indeed, it was evident 
that she was a woman of rank from her dress, her 
bracelets, and her ear-rings, which I took away 
after her death ; I only left her her under-garment, 
although it was not less rich than the others, in 
order that she should not remain entirely naked. 
It was broidered with green silk. Other soldiers 
wished to despoil her of it, but I prevented them. 
T^ regret that I felt for having killed her was very 
gtoat, because she was one of the most beautiful 
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women I had ever, seen. All those who saw her 
loaded me with maledictions, saying, ' A curse on 
the villanous soldier who did this deed, and who 
thus deprived the world of so much beauty ! Many 
persons, both common soldiers and captains, came 

Eurposely to see her, and one would say, * I would 
ave given five hundred ducats for her,' and another 
would say, * I would have presented her to the 
king as one of the most precious gifts in the world;' 
for, indeed, to behold her thus lying upon the 
ground, in that broidered chemise, and with her 
beauteous hair scattered over her breast like threads 
of gold, she seemed more like a beautiful angel than 
a woman ; and the .fame of her beauty became so 
extended, that a celebrated painter who is here in 
the camp, in the company of Don Bertrand de la 
Fena, spent an entire day in painting her portrait, 
which is so good a likeness, that one is enchanted at 
beholding it, and is so prized, that the painter re- 
jected an offer of three hundred ducats for it, as if 
they were three hundred maravedis. For all which 
reasons I feel the greatest grief and sorrow for what 
I have done, and always bear about with me the 
recollection of this unfortunate Moor." 

Tuzani had been very attentive to the recital of 
the Christian. He recognised at once that it was he 
who was the assassin of the beautiful Maleca. 
Every expression that issued from his mouth in 
praise of her beauty, went like a dagger to his 
heart, and he suffered so much from listening to 
the mournful tragedy, that his paleness became so 
excessive as to be noticed by the soldiers. Making 
some excuse, he asked the soldier whether he 
still retained any of the jewels which the Moor 
had worn. " Nothing remains," said he, " but a 
pair of ear-rings, and another ring, which I took 
from her finger ; I sold all the rest in Baza for 
want of money, and I will sell them now to any 
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one who desires themy very willingly, in order to 
try my fortune at the gaming-table with the 
price." "I will purchase them," said Tuzani, "if 
we can come to an agreement, and I will bring 
them to Yelezel Blanco, and show them to a sister 
of the deceased, who is there in the service of the 
marquis." "Come with me, then, to the mess- 
room," said the other, "and you can see them, 
and buy them, if you are so disposed." Saying 
this, the soldier and Tuzani withdrew, and on 
coming to the mess-room, the former drew from a 
bag the ear-rings and the finger-ring, which Tuzani 
at once recognised as having often seen in the pos- 
session of Maleca, at which he colild not restrain 
his most bitter sighs and tears. Checking them, 
however, he purchased the rings from the soldier, 
and having placed them in his bosom, he proposed 
to him to pass a little out of Andarax. Having 
reached some distance from the village, Tuzani, 
seeing that the hour of his revenge had come, said 
to the soldier, " If I show you the portrait of that 
Moor whom you slew, will jou recognise her ?" 
"I have no doubt that I will," said the soldier, 
*^ for so firmly are her features impressed upon my 
memory, that it does not appear an hour since I 
Mlled her." Tuzani then putting his hand into 
his breast, drew from the Iming of his doublet a 
piece of parchment, rolled carefi2ly up, which con- 
tained the picture. Presenting it to the soldier, 
he said, " Is this, perchance, the face of the beauti- 
ful Maleca ? " The soldier throwing his eyes upon 
it, and being astonished at its wonderful resem- 
blance, exclaimed, " It is she, without doubt, and 
I tremble at beholding her." 

Then Tuzani, no longer able to restrain himself, 
cried out — " Tell me, O soldier ! destitute of hon- 
our or of courage, why did you kill one so beautiful ? 
Enow that this Moorish maiden was my only de.» 

TOL. II. h 
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light ; that she was mj betrothed, and that jout 
cruelty has deprived me of all my hopes of happi- 
ness. It is to revenge her that I have come hither ; 
so draw your sword, and defend yourself. We 
shall soon see whether you will kill me as you 
killed her, thus triumphing over two Uves.'' 

Having said these words, Tuzani commenced a 
furious attack upon the soldier, who though some- 
what surprised, did not lose his courage, but op- 
posed Tuzani with all the daring of a lion, and thus 
the combat continued for some time. But Tuzani, 
who, besides being very valiant, was particularly 
well skilled in the management of the swora, 
grievously wounded his adversary, saying at the 
same time, " Take, wretch, the just reward of thy 
barbarity. It is Maleca that sends it to you — she 
whom you slew without any cause." 

The soldier fell, mortally wounded, and the re- 
vengeful Moor plunged his sword a second time 
into his body, saying, " With two wounds you slew 
my adored mistress, and with two wounds you 
yourself must die." Then replacing his sword in 
its scabbard, he withdrew into the mountains, and 
did not return into Andarax until night. 

An immediate pursuit having been commenced, 

the fugitive for a time escaped detection ; but the 

. place of his retreat having been at length betrayed, 

he was delivered up to Don John, to whom he 

avowed his act in the following words : — 

" I am," said he, " a native of Finis, a village 
between Cantoria and Forchena. I am a Mo<»*i8h 
cavalier, and my name is Tuzani. I have assumed 
this disguise in order to kill a Wretch, who, in the 
assault of Galera, slew my mistress, who was the 
most beautifol being on earth, when he could have 
made her his prisoner. I swore that I would seek 
him, and that I would kill him ; and I did seek 
him, and I did kill him, two days ago. Such is the 
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truth ; let your highness do with me as you please. 
If I die, I will die content, because 1 have re* 
venged my mistress, which was my only desire. 
I hope in the goodness of Gk>d that I will see her 
after my death, and that she will not have to 
complain that I left her unayenged. I will die a 
Christian, and I know that she was a Christian 
also ; for it was agreed that I should take her away, 
and marry her in Murcia, where we would wait the 
termination of the war. It was for this reason 
that she asked leave from her father to visit Galera, 
under the pretence of seeing her relatives. Fate, 
however, ordered it otherwise. Gblera was taken— 
my mistress was slain. I found her dead. With 
pious tears I laid her in the ground. Upon her 
tomb I wrote the short tale of her love and my 
sorrow. I came to revenge her, and I have kept 
my vow. Now that you have arrested me, I will 
die content, since I die by the orders of so illus- 
trious a prince. I have only to implore one favour 
of you. Preserve the portrait of my mistress, lest 
it should fall into hands that would be unworthy 
to touch it. Take, also, these jewels ; they havo 
little intrinsic value, but they belonged to her, and 
they are therefore priceless.'* Having thus spoken, 
witnout his countenance chang^g in the slightest 
degree, he bent his knee respectfully before the 
prince, and presented him with the portrait and 
the jewels of Maleca. 

His highness, wondering at the calmness with 
which Tuzani had related his histoiy, and pi^^g 
his evil fortune, approached him and received the 
portrait and the jewels from his hands. In deliver- 
ing them up, Tuzani heaved a profound sigh, as if 
in surr^dering these memorials of his mistress, he 
Surrendered herself and his heart along with her. 
Pon John examined the portrait, and was astonished 
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at tlie beauty of Maleca, as well as the other 
cavaliers who surrounded him, who all said that 
Tuzani had acted like a brave soldier and a true 
cavalier, in revenging the death of so beautiful a lady. 

Don Lope de Figueroa, an officer in the army of 
Don John, considering the valour of Tuzani, raised 
him up, and afber two or three oaths, said to the 
prince, " This soldier is very well justified in what 
he has done; he has done nothing for which he 
should suffer death. And if your highness will 
liberate him and restore to him his arms, I will be 
happy to take him into my own company ; for I 
vow to Q-od, if any one killed my mistress, I would 
not only kill the villain himself, but his whole 
lineage. 

The prince, to satisfy Don Lope and the other 
officers, ordered the Moor to be liberated, and his 
arms to be restored. 

"Come, my friend," said Don Lope, "enrol 
yourself under my standard. I love to see such 
soldiers as you are, there ; and in order that ypn 
may serve me more willingly, I will take care of 
this picture of your mistress, and get it framed, in 
order that it may be saved from any danger of being 
injured." 

" I know well," replied Tuzani, " hero of your 
age ! that you will be henceforward the master of 
my fortune, good or bad ; but it seems that I lose 
my mistress a second time. I will serve you faith- 
fully as a good and loyal soldier, if the loss of this 
picture wiU not precipitate my death." 

Don Lope knew how impossible it was to combat 
a notion of that kind, and fearing that the loss of 
the portrait would cause the soldier a fatal melan- 
choly — " Here," said he, " preserve your consolrL- 
tion, and remain near me — I am sure of having ixk 
you a valiant friend." 
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Then Tuzani, assaming the name of Ferdinand 
de Figueroa, ali»ched himself altogether to the 
seryiee of Don Lope, and was with him at the 
battle of Lepanto, and in all his other engage- 
ments.* 

"The power of this painful tragedy," says Mr. 
Ticknor, " consists in the living impression it gives- 
us of a pure and elevated love, contrasted with the 
wild elements of the age in which it is placed : the 
whole being idealized by passing through Calde* 
ron's excited imagination, but still, in the main, 
taken from history and resting on known facts. 
Begarded in this bght, it is a solemn exhibition of 
violence, disaster, and hopeless rebellion, through 
whose darkening scenes we are led by that burning 
love which has marked the Arab wherever he has 
been found, and by that proud sense of honour 
which did not forsake him as he slowly retired, 
disheartened and defeated, from the rich empire 
he^had so long enjoyed in western Europe. We 
are even hurried by the course of the drama into 
the presence of whatever is most odious in war, 
and should be revolted, as we are made to witness, 
with our own eyes, its guiltiest horrors ; but in the 
midst of all, the form of Clara rises, a beautiful 
vision of womanly love, before whose gentleness the 
tumults of the conflict seem at Jaast to be hushed; 
while &om first to last, in the characters of Don John 

* In the Ouerras CivUet de Granada, the adventuree of 
Tazani are scattered over a great many pages, in the twenty- 
Bsooiid and twenty-fourth chapters of that work. I hav/e 
avaUed myself principally of the abridgment given by M, 
Damas Hinard, in his Thidtre £spagnol, (Cal<kron, seconde 
sSrie), but always with a constant reference to the original, 
introducing from it whatever appeared to add to the pictu- 
resqueness of the narratiye. Of those additions, the Romance 
and the Epitaph, both of which I have translated, are the 
principal. 

TOL. II. h 2 
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of Austria, Lope de Figueroa,* mid Gare^s, on one 
Bide, and the venerable Malec and the fiery Tuzani 
on the other, we are dazzled b j a show of the times 
that Calderon brings before us, and of the passions 
which deeply marked the two most romantic nations 
that were ever brought into a conflict so direct." 
— History of Spanish Literaimre, vol. ii. p. 340. 



* This character of Lope de Figueroa may serve as a 
specimen of the way in which Calderon gave life and interest 
to many of his dramas. Lope is an historical personage, 
and figures largely in the second volume of Hyta's ** Guerras," 
as well as elsewhere. He was the commander under whom 
Cervantes served in Italy, and probably in Portugal, when 
he was in the Tercio de FldndeSf — ^the Flanders Kegiment, — 
one of the best bodies of troops in the armies of Philip II. 
Lope de Figueroa appears again, and still more prominently. 
Id another good play of Calderon, "El Alcalde de Zalamea." 



tt 



LOVE AFTER DEATH. 
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PEBSONS BEPEBSENTED. 



DON ALVAEO TUZAnI 

DON JUAN MALBC. 

DON FERNANDO DB VALOR. 

ALCUZCUZ, a Moritco. 

CADI, an aged Moor. 

DON JUAN DE MENDOZA. 

DON JOHN OP AUSTRIA. 

DON LOPE DE FIGUEROA. 

DON ALONZO DE ZUlJlGA, Corregidor. 

GARGES, a soldier, 

DONA ISABEL TUZANf, nOer to Don Alvaro. 

DONA CLARA MALEC, daughter to Don Juan MaUc. 

BEATRICE, 

li^ES, 

Moorish Men and Women, Christian and Moorish Soldiers. 



> Attendants. 



SCENE-^Partly in the City of Oranada, and partly in the 

Aljmjarra Mountains. 



LOVE AFTER DEATH. 



ACT L— SCENE I. 

THE MOOBISH OAOfS HOUSB QT OSANADA. 



A crowd of Mooruih men and women are discovered 
on the stage^ dressed in their national costume^ the 
former mth their peculiar head-dress and loose 
trousers, the latter in white doublets; some qf 
them carrying musical instruments. To them 

Enter the cadi and axottzouz. 

CADI. 

Are the doors securelj fiutened ? 

ALcrzcrz. 
Yes, the doors are quite secure. 

CADI. 

Let none in without the password, 
And the zambra may proceed ; 
Let us celebrate our sabbath, 
"Which is Friday, in the way 
That our nation loves to keep it, 
That the Christian race, among 

b2 
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Whom we live in wretched thraldom, 
May have no excuse to-day, 
To revile or reprehend us 
Por our sacred rite. 

ALL. 

Begin! 

ALCTJZCTIZ. 

I will break my legs to spliaters, 
When I enter into the dance ! 

A KOOB migs. 

Although in sad captivity, 
Through Allah's righteous mystery, 
The Moorish race weep bitterly 
The wretched breath they draw, — 

ALL. 

Long Uve his law 1 

AiroTHEB sings. 

Live the memory of the glorious 
And the laurel-crowned laborious 
Battles, when o'er Spain victorious, 
Her captive form we saw, — 

ALL. 

Long live his law ! — 

ALCirzoTJZ sings. 

Live the memory of brave Muza, 
And that fight in Andalusa, 
When old Spain could not refuse a 
Welcome to stout AMca, — 

ALL. 

Long live his law ! — 
\A loud knocking is heard loithin. 
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WhatisthiBp 

oms. 
They force an entrance. 

CADI. 

Doubtless they desire to seize ns 

In our meetings, since the king 

Has commanded by his edicts 

That we should be watched ; the law, 

Seeing to this house repairing 

Such a crowd of Moors, comes hither 

In pursuit. 

AL0TIZCT7Z. 

Then let us fly : — 

CADI. 

Why, my friends, delay to open 
I Unto him who calls so boldly P 

ALorzciTz. 

Vainly knocks he at the door, 
Who knocks not at the heart before. 

CITE. 

What is to be done P 

CADI. 

Concealing 
All the instruments, then open. 
Saying, that 'twas but to see me 
You came here. 

« 

AKOTHEB MOOB. 

A good excuse. 
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CADI. 

Let us therefore all dissemble, — 
Alcuzcuz ! fly, what delays you ? 

ALOTTZGUZ. 

Why, the door I fear to open, 
Lest a hundred blows of the cudgel 
I should get upon the stomach 
From the alguazil : 'twere wrong, 
Since they call me a Jack-pudding, 
Whacks, not pudding, I should get.* 

Miter DON jtjjlS malxc. 

MALEC. 

Do not fear. 

CADI. 

My lord Don Juan ! 
Whose pure blood of Malec gives you 
Still the magisterial rank 
Li the city of Granada, 
Though of AMcan descent. 
Can it be, my lord, you enter 
Thus my house ? 

3CALE0. 

No small occasion 
Makes me seek you here to-day : — 
'Tis enough to say, that hither 
Draws me now mine own disgrace. 

OADi, aside. 

'Tis no doubt to reprehend us 
That he comes. 

* Alcuzcuz quibbles here upon his name in a way that is 
impossible to be translated literally. Alcuecve was a fiebvour- 
ite dish with the Moors, and was composed of flour, water, 
and honey made intobaUs. 
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AiiOTTZOXTz, iuide. 

Oh ! that is naught, — 
Which were worse, to apprehend us 
Or to reprehend us, pray ? 

CADI. 

What are your commands P 

MALEC. 

Abandon, 
All of you, m^ friends, the fear 
That my commg ];ias occasioned ; 
Entering to-day the council. 
We received a missive, sent 
Erom the chamber of Eling Philip, 
By the president himself. 
To the end, that all the mandates 
It imposes, should forthwith 
By the city be ejSected : — 
Being opened, the ojEHcial 
Secretarjr of the council 
Bead it with uplifted voice, 
And the whole of the instructions 
It contained, at once were ordered. 
To your greatest wrong : How truly 
Call they Time and Fortune twins ! 
Since the two, for good or evil. 
On one wheel and with two pinions 
Ever move and never stay ! 
Of the orders thus transmitted, 
Some are old and some are new, 
AH of them revived or written 
In a spirit most malign; 
The effect of which is briefly, — 
That no African, or one 
Sprung from that renowned nation. 
Which to-day is but the ashes 
Of that once unconquer'd flame 
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Which devouied this Spain : henoeforwaid 

Can their festiTals obaerye-— 

Hold their zambraa — ^wear silk dresses— 

Use the public baths— or speak, 

Even in their private dwellmgs, 

In their own Arabic language-— 

But the strange Castilian tongue. 

I, from being the most agM 

Of the members present, thought 

That it was my right and duty 

To speak first, and so I said, 

That however just the edict, 

And how wise the end might be. 

So that all the Moorish customs. 

One by one might disappear, — 

That however was no reason 

For the harshness now imposed. 

And that if the law proceeded. 

In the case, with moderation, 

Needless violence avoidiag;, 

All these customs soon might £ail. 

Then Don Juan de Mendoza, 

He who is allied so closely 

To the house of the great Marquis 

De Mond^jar, thus replied : — 

" Not impartially, Don Juan 

Speaketh thus, since nature prompts him 

To espouse his kindred's cause ; 

Therefore would he stay and lighten 

This just judgment on the Moors, — 

A base, degraded, abject people ! " 

" My lord Don Juan de Mendoza," 
Said I then, " when Spain was held 
Captive, 'neath the Moorish standards, 
Even on its native soil. 
Even then some Christians mingled 
"With the Arabs, who since then, 
From this cause, are called Mozarabs, 
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Unto whom no degradation 
Or no infamy hath come, 
For to no such height of glory- 
Fortune rises, not eyen when 
It subdues and conquers evils, 
As when it doth bear them well. 
And however poor and humble 
Be a crushed and captive peoples- 
Moorish cavalierB are not 
Less than Christian knights, the moment 
They receive baptismal water, 
And admission to the one 
Holy Catholic religion ; 
And especially among them 
Those who claim to have, as I, 
Kings for their progenitors : "-^ — 

" Aye, " said he, " but Moorish kings t " 

" What ! " I answer'd, " is the Moorish 

Blood that mantleth in the veins 

Of the Zegris and Granadas, 

The Yalores and Yenegas— 

Is it, I repeat, bereft 

Of its rich and royal natore, 

Now that they are Christian men ? " 

Thus one word produced another, 

Since, there meeting without swords. 

They could speak and I should listen ; 

Oh f accursM be the chance ! 

Thrice accursed the occasion ! 

That instead of swords, we fought with 

Clashing disputatious tongues. 

Though they are the deadlier weapons. 

Since wounds heal before a word : 

Something here I must have added, 

Which increased his arrogance, 

For (I tremble to relate it !) 

He then snatching (oh ! the pain !) 

Out of my hands my staff of office, 
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With it oh ! enough ! enough ! 

Since some sorrows cost us greater 
Pain to tell than to endure. 
Now this outrage which I suffered 
In defending you, this wrong, 
Which, your natimd rights sustainii^, 
I alone endured, doth reach 
Eveiy one of us united : — 
Eor 1 have no son, whose hand 
Might remove this foul dishonour 
From these thin and snow-white hairs ; 
I have but a daughter — she. 
Once my joy but now my sorrow : — 
WeD, then, brave and noble Moors — ] 
Precious relic of our nation — 
Since the Christians' only object 
Is to make our whole race slaves— 
Since we hold the Alpujarra — 
That sierra, which so proudly 
Lifts its taU. head to the sun — 
And with towns all peopled over, 
Seems a sea of rocks and plants, 
With its fortresses like vessels 
Sailing; over silver waves ; 
Which their very names — Oalera, 
Berja, and Ghibia say : — * 
Since this tract is ours, then hither 
Let us fly with arms and stores ; 
Choose a chieftain from the ancient 
And unblemished noble race 
Of your own Abenhum^yas, 
Since Castile preserves them still, 
And thus turn from slaves to masters. 
I myself^ though dear 'twill cost me, 



* These towns in the Alpujarra range of mountains having 
names which also bear a nautical signification, suggested 
this conceit toGalderon. 
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Will go round, conTincing all, 

That tis infamy — 'tis baseness 

To partake in my disgrace 

And partake not in mj vengeance. [^Exit. 

OADI. 

For the deed thou meditatest .... 

A MOOB. 

For the action that you plan .... 

CADI. 

Life and wealth I freely offer. [ExU, 

A MOOB. 

I can give but life and soul. [J^. 

AKOTHEB HOOB. 

Every Moorish man will do so. [JSxit, 

A MOOBISH WOMAJr. 

I, for all the Moorish women 
That Qranada doth contain, 
Offer all our silks and jewels. 

ALOVZOUZ. 

I who've but a little store 

Of odds and ends in Bivarambla — 

Vinegar, sweet figs and oil — 

Almonds, raisins, garlic, pepper, 

Sibbons, onions, nuts, and Drooms 

Made of the palm-tree, threads and needles, 

Pouches, paper white and brown, 

Caraways, dogs' leather collars, 

Snuff, tobacco, sticks and twigs, 

Quills for making pens, and wipers 

To seal letters — all must I 
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Now upon my sHoulders cany 
With a thouaand other trifles ; 
Just to see if fortune reaches 
To the summit of my hopes, 
That is, of all the AJcuzcuzes 
To be marquis, duke, or count : 

A MOOB. 

Silence ! you are mad. 

▲LCVZGirz. 

I am not 
Mad. 

AirOTHEB MOOB. 

If not, the thing is clear 
That you're drunk. 

ALOITZCTJZ. 

Nor drunk, sir, thank you : — 
Since Mahomet, our great prophet. 
Ordered in his Alcoran 
That no wine should e'er be drunken, 
I ne'er drank it — ^by my eyes ! 
But if any time it pleased me, 
Not to break a good old custom, 
I just hid it — ^by my beard ! [^Exetmt 
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SCENE n. — JL BOOH USf MAIiBC^S HOUSB. 

Unter doka claba and bsatbigb. 

OLABA. 

Beatrice, permit me still 
To weep my pains and breathe my sighs- 
Tliey owe this little to mine eyes, 
So let my griefs their fountains fill ; 
And since I have not power to kill 
Him, who haa dared, with evil eye. 
To blast mine honour once so high*— 
Or from my heritage of shame 
Eedeem my late unspotted name, 
Let me at least, in pity, die ; 
Alas ! how abject, oh ! how base 
The jGatal gifts that Nature gave us — 
Gifts that but the more enslave us*- 
Wit and loveliness and grace, 
Which perchance may tempt diagraoe. 
But to keep honour safe, are vain. 
Ah ! what greater source of pain 
Than to have power to take at will 
Honour from sire or spouse, and still 
Have none to give it back again ? 
K I were bom a man, 'twere seen, 
Granada and the world would see, 
K Mendoza to-day would be 
As brave before a young man's mien, 
As with an old man he has been. — 
Perhaps I may with him disclaim 
My sex's weakness-— without shaj&e 
Ask satisfaction as my right, 
For he who would an old man fight, 
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Would with a woman do the same : 
But ah! my fooUsh hope is vam, 
Its sole achievement is to speak — 
Oh ! that mj hands were not too weak, 
My own revenge at once to gain ! 
And now, alas ! a greater pam^ 
A greater trial waiteth me— 
Doomed in one wretched dav to be 
Deprived at once of sire and spouse, 
Since I would shame the bridal vows 
Of Don Alvaro Tuzani. 

Mtter DON ALTABO. 
ALVAEO. 

An evil augury, I fear, 
Portending woe to hope and love. 
Beautiful Clara — ^this will prove, 
That on thy lips my name I hear, 
Por, if the voice should be the mere 
Echo, the inward thought express'd 
Audibly of the soul — confess d 
Truly by tears as now, 'tis plain 
That I must cause thy bosom's pain, 
Since you thus cast me £rom thy breast. 

OLABA. 

Denial now were worse than vain; 
My heart is fuU of pains 'tis true. 
Thou art amongst them, think if you 
Can beperchance its slightest pain ; 
Since Keaven has torn our loves in twain. 
Think if thou art its greatest rather ; — 
I cannot be thy wife, nor gather 
Disgraceful flowers to strew thy bed. 
For thou canst never stoop to wed 
The child of a dishonoured £&ther. 
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ALTABO. 

Clara, I no inclination 

Have to remind you now how long 

I have loved you with a strong 

And a respectful adoration, 

I only wish on this occasion, 

To explain why I can be 

Here to-day, and thou still see 

Thy wrong without its due atonement ; 

It IS because this brief postponement 

I have allowed through love to thee ; 

Though for a lady's conversation 

The duel is no fitting theme — 

And though perchance a little gleam 

I might impsurt, of consolation 

To thy sorrow, thy vexation — 

By saying it hath no pretence 

To wie your tears, or even the sense 

Of having^ suffered wrong — ^because 

What's oone unarmed, and, by the laws 

Protected, cannot give offence. 

But on another point I rest, 

Having another reason why. 

How it so happens, here, that I 

Enter, before I have redressed 

(Piercing Mendoza's haughty breast) 

Tour father's honour — a good deed. 

Even though it hath been long decreed : — 

No wrong is e'er avenged aright 

Save by the wronged one, in the fight 

Wherein the wrong-doer's heart must bleed : 

Or if not by himsefr, his son. 

Or at the least his brother's hand ; 

And since his honour doth demand 

Vengeance which cannot else be won — 

I have to ask, that now be done 

The act for which I long have sighed — 

It is that you become my bride. 
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I go to ask Don Juan this : — 
Being his son, that tie of bliss 
Lets him, through me, be satisfied ; 
Clara, for this alone, be sure 
That I came here : if I till now 
Timidlj pressed you not to allow 
Our union, — 'twas that I was poor — 
This day's event the effect doth cure, 
. Since I shall not by wish or tongue 
Ask aught that doth to thee belong 
By way of portion, but the right 
To avenge thy wrong : In the world's sight 
A poor man's portion be a wrongs 

OLABA.. 

Don Alvaro, neither shall I 

Eecall how long has been, and true 

My firm devotion unto vou — 

How I have loved you mithfully ; 

Nor attempt to say I die 

Stricken to-day by a double knife, 

Nor, how duty" and love at strife, 

Seek in this neeting calm to control 

My heart : for thou art the life of my soul. 

Thou indeed art the soul of my life : — 

This alone I wish to say. 

In all this trouble, that she who would crave 

But yesterday to be thy slave, 

WiU not become thy wife to-day, 

!For if through diffidence yesterday 

You asked me not, and to-day you do, 

I to-day but owe it to you 

To refuse thee, lest the malign 

Breath of time could say, to be thine 

I needed some attraction new. 

Bich and honoured, once I thought 

I was unworthy of thy love. 

Happily as the event doth prove 
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That unhappy feding was nought 
But a suspicion. Think, now, ought 
I to-day to give to thee 
Instead of ^ppiness, misery, 
Punishment instead of reward P 
As if I should be disgraced, mj lord, 
Ere you would think to wed with me. 

ALYABO. 

To revenge thee my spirit woos thee. 

CLABA. 

Eespect enforceth my rejection. 

ALTJU^O. 

Does not this, Clara, prove my affection ? 

CLA&A. 

Esteem, Alvaro, makes me refuse thee. 

▲LTABO. 

Ton have no power now to excuse thee: — 

CLABA. 

I at the least have power to die. 

ALVABO. 

I shall tell Don Juan, that I 
"Won your love. 

GLABA. 

And I shall deny it. 

ALVABO. 

Is this loyalty ? 

CLABA. 

Honour Uves by it. 
vol. n. 



Ig LOTI ATTBB DBATH. 

AliTiJBO. 

Is it traih ? 

OLASA. 

•Tis fidelity :— 
Since, by yonder heavens so pure 
I solemnly swear, never to be 
The wife of a man, until I see 
My honour once again secure. 

ALVABO. 

What imports that, if ... . 

BSATBIOE. 

'No more, 
Eor, my lord, by the corridor, 
With some others comes this way- 

giiABA. 

Eetire within this room, I pray : — 

AIiVABO. 

What a mischaace ! [Aloa/ro enters the room, 
hut is still visible to the audience. 

CLABA. 

It grieves me sore ! 
Mnter noK ALoiirzo db zxnyi&A tlie coebegii)OB, 

nOlSr EEBITAirDO VALOB, OTld JiOlS JTIAK HA£EC. 

MALEC, a>side to Cflara, 
Claj?a ! 

OLABA. 

My Idrd ? 

MATiEc, asi^, 

^ Ah I woe is me ! 
With what pain again to meet thee ! — 
To that chamber there retreat thee. 
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CIiAKA, 

^hatiathiB? 

HALSC. 

From that thou'lt see. 
[Clara and Beatrice retire to the room where 
Alvaro is concealed. 

COBBISGIBOB. 

Don Juan de Mendoza lies 
Imprisoned in the Alhambra now : 
Till this affair blows o*er somehow, 
Don Juan Malec, it were wise 
That you within your house should stay, 
On your parole. 

MALIC. 

I freely give it, 
And as freely yon may receive it, 
Since I shall keep it. 

TALOB. 

The delay 
Will not be much, since his lordship here. 
The corregidor, allows my endeavour 
(For in the duel of honour, never 
Should authority interfere) 
This ruffled sense of wrong to soothe, 
Hoping to make you friends once more. 

COBBEGIDOIL 

SefLor Fernando de Valor 
SkilfuUy thus, with a double truth, 
Beneweth honour's fancied stains — 
None ('tis the law) can insults fliag 
Or in the palace of a Xing 
Or in the hall where Juatieo reigns, 
There, from the sacred strict duress, 
None of OS all can e'er be free. 

c2 ' 
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YALOB. 

The means I have in view must be 
Successful .... 

ALYABO, (uide to Clara, 
Do you hear this ? 

CLABA, to Aharo. 

Yes. 

VALOB. 

In fact no other means I see 
This disagreement to set right. 

MALEC, aside. 

Ah ! honour, thou'rt in evil plight 
When thou dost need a remedy ! 

YALOB. 

Don Juan de Mendoza is 
As brave a knight as ever carried 
Cross or coronet. He is unmarried : 
With a rank as proud as his, 
Don Juan de Malec, in whose veins 
Still flows G-ranada's royal blood, 
Has a daughter, by fame endowed 
With all that dazzles and enchains — 
Whom envy's self dare not disparage ; 
If satisfaction for his wrong 
He still requires, it doth belong 
But to a son-in-law : this marriage 
'Twixt Doiia Clara and Don Juan 
Makes all secure. 

AiiYABO, aside. 
Ah ! woe is me i — 

YALOB, to Malec. 
Ko other wa^r that 1 can see 
Can you repair your honour's ruin. 
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Por then your insult being extended 
To him, you must become the defender — 
As a third party, he is the offender. 
But as your son-in-law the offended : — 
There being: no party then to claim 
Satisfaction from, Ji no iU to cure, 
"With you the effect becomes secure, 
And with Don Juan Mendoza the same ; 
Por he not having then to give 
Peath to himself — in this immense 
Abyss, must hold his own offence 
In his own breast, and so forgive : 
So that the offence itself being gone, — 
No man being self-angry long — 
Don Juan wisely guarding his wrong — 
No one remains to take vengeance on : — 
This the honour of both will render 
Pure as before, since human eyes 
Never saw one person comprise 
Both the offended and the offender. 

ALYABO, to Clara, 
I will answer. 

CLARA, to him. 

Por God's sake, stay ; 
Let me not be destroyed by you. 

OOBBEGinCB. 

This arrangement doth answer the two. 

HALEC. 

There is one obstacle in the way, 
Since the sacrifice honour demands, 
Against our hopes, may Clara refuse. 

CLABA, aside. 

Heaven itself approves of my views, 
G-iving vengeance into my hands. 



22 LOTS AFTEB DSATH. 

MAXSC. 

Since indeed I do not know 
That my daughter would wish to mate 
With a man she has reason to hate 
With such good cause. 

^Enter boita claba. 

I shall wish it so ; 
Ereely shall I the offering give, 
Since, my lord, it imports me less 
That I should live without happiness. 
Than that vau without honour live : 
Because, if I had been thy son, 
I would have heard but anger calling. 
Bravely killing, or bravely falling ; 
Being thy daughter, I have but one 
Way, by which can no more be deferred 
Satisfaction dearer than life : — 
And so I will become his wife : — 
Prom which act it may be inferred, 
That I am in this way trying 
To save thy honour, weakly but willing, 
And since I cannot revenge by killing — 
I may, at least, do so, by dying. 

ooBBseinoB. 

Wit like thine could only draw out 
Erom the midst of so much confusion. 
Such a singular conclusion. 

TAIiOB. 

And the effect 1 do not doubt ; 
But a letter must now be writ 
To him, according to our intent, 
Which I shall myself present. 

COBBXaiDOB. 

And we likewise shaU go with it. 
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MALBCfMi^. 

I sbdl use the time in preparation 
For tHe revolt that we intend. 

TALOB. 

All shall come to a happy end 

I firmly truati through my mediation. 

[JExeunt ikA three, 

OULBA. 

Now that they have gone away 

To write the letter (woe the worth !) 

You may, Alvaro, now come forth. 

IjUter DOS' AliTABO. 
ALYABO. 

Yes, I will do 90, yes, to say 

That never shall I see again 

A soul so fickle in a breast 

So truly noble : I could rest 

(Though my heart's life ebbed fast away, 

Blood fled my cheek and sight mine eye) 

Within there, not through respect, nor dearth 

Of courage, but that on the earth 

A woman could be found 

CLABA. 

Ah! me. 

AI.VABO. 

So. bold, BO light as to presume 
With broken faith, in accents bland, 
To offer to one man her hand. 
And have another in her room : — 
I did not wish it were believed 
I could love one, whose vows are vain. 
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Thy Toioe, Alraro, oh ! detain, 
For thou, indeed, art self-deceived : 
Which aatiafactorily will appear 
AiW a little. 

ALTAaO. 

A tranBaction 
Iiike thie, can have no Batisiaction. 



Yon will find it can. 

ALTABO. 

Did I not hear 
Yon say, that you would give to-day 
Your hand to Mendoza P 

OLABA. 

Yes! 'tis HO, — 
But you at present do not know 
Unto what end I bo did aay ; — 

ALTABO. 

"Wliat end f — to kill me, let me see 
From what point an excuse you gather ; 
Since dishonour he gives thy father, 
And my death he gives through thee. 

OLABA. 

Time, Alvaro, time will be able 
Some day or other to undeceive you, 
While I am conBtant and stiU believe you, 
Your &ith in me has become unstable. 



Did any mortal ever yet know 

Such a subtle deceit f you confess 

Yonr hand, you said, you would give him P 
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CLABA* 

Yes. 

ALTABO. 

Will you not be his wife then ? 

CLABA. 

No. 

ALYABO. 

How reconcile this seeming strife 



OLABA. 

Vainly the mode you now demand. 

AXYABO. 

Clara, between giving your hand. 
And between becoming his wife P 

CLABA. 

To give him my hand, perchance, may be 
To draw him to my arms, that so 
I may inflict a deadlier blow : 
Are you satisfied now with me P 

ALTABO. 

No, for he dies amid your charms. 
O GK)d !— it is a favour you give. 
Since thus to die, is more than to live ; 
Because, Clara, your beauteous arms 
For eiecutioners are so fair : — 
But before (although it may be 
Your intention) he there shall see 
Himself, he dies ere he get there : -- 
Thus, my pains, I shall remedy. 
And your scorn, by this death* of his. 
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CLABA. 



Is this love P 



ALTABO. 

Honour it is. 

GIiABA. 

Is this Idndness ? 

ALTABO. 

'Tis jealousy. 

CLABA. 

See ! my fether has written the letter ; 
"Would that you could stay by my side 1 

ALTABO. 

Ah ! for me, near thee to abide, 

"Were required, what a trifling fetter ! 

c \^Exeunt. 
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SCENE 111. — THS IKTXBIOB OF THB ALHAMBBA. 



Unter doit juak db laimoeA ofiJ qaboeb. 

K]Sin)OZA. 

In reason, anger never dotH excel. 

GABCES. 

Blame not yourself, since you did very well 

To make him feel thy hand, 

Since this new Christian thought he might demand 

Immunity because of his old age, 

Thus with a proud Mendoza to engage. 

HEynoZA. 

Many there are, because of their high state 
Are haughty, proud, and inconsiderate. 

GABCES. 

It was for this, that the great constable 

Don Inigo bore (the thought was admirable) 

One sword at his side, 

And one in his hand which thus a staff supplied ; 

Being asked one day. 

Why he carried two swords in this way, 

He said, the one beside me, I prefer. 

For him who doth a similar weapon bear ; 

The other, which as a staff I hold, 

Eor him who does not bear one and is bold. 

MEKDOZA. 

Well may cavaliers be cautioned by these words 
G^at separate actions, call for separate swords ; 
So that I may have power to parry, 
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A thrust from either, give me the sword 70a carry ; 

That whatever may occur 

I may not want a sword, although a prisoner. 

GABGES. 

I am delighted that I called to-day 
So opportunely here, as now I may 
Be able to serve you, should your foes presume. 

HXITDOZA. 

How from Lepanto,* Gtffces, did you come ? 

GABCES. 

As one whose fortune it has heen 
To look upon that famous scene, 
And act a soldier's part 
In such a glorious proof of military art, 
Humbly indeed, but guided by the word 
Of him,t the offspring of that royal bird 
Who in his wondrous flight of conquest, flings 
O'er all the world, the shadow of his wings. 

MES^BOZA. 

How has Don John returned ? 

GABGES. 

Content 
With the exploit. 

MEKDOZA. 

Was it great ? 

* This is an historical anachronism ; the battle of Lepanto 
was subsequent to the revolt of the Moors in the Alpujarra* 

t Don John of Austria, the conqueror of Lepanto, was the 
natural son of Charles the Fifth, the " aguUa dwmoS^ of the 
original tozt. 
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OABCISB. 

The event 
I shall relate in full ; the league with. 



H3BKD0ZA. 

Wait, 
Por a veiled woman enters. 

GABCES. 

How unfortunate ! 
I play reverses thus with my romance, 
The court-card enters and I lose my chance. 

E$Uer BONfA ISABEL ttjzakI , veiled. 

ISABEL. 

My lord Don Juan de Mendoza, 
May a woman, who comes hither. 
But to see vou in your prison, 
Ask you of yourself, in private, 
How, imprisoned here, you are P 

MEimOZA. 

Why not, lady P — leave us, Ghurces. 

&ABOES, ctside. 
Look, my lord, perchance this person 



MENBOZA, aside. 

Yain your fears and your suspicions ; 
Since she spoke, I recognise ner. 

GABCSS, aside. 
That being so I go. [Exit 

UEKBOZA. 

Tou may : — 
In a similar confusion 
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Eyes and ears this moment hold me, 

For I know not of the two 

"Which tell truth or which speak fidsely, 

Por, if I believe my eyesight, 

You appear not what you are — 

And if I believe my hearing 

You are not what you appear, 

Deign to let me see uplifted 

This apparent subtle cloud 

Of dark crape, that then the dazzling 

Light which will come conquering through 

May proclaim to sight and hearing 

That to-day, the day dawns twice. 

ISABEL. 

Not to force your thoughts, Don Juan, 

To doubt longer who is she 

That thus seeks you, is the reason 

Why I show thee who I am, 

For my jealous heart disdaineth 

That thrcyiigh guessing you should err 

As to whom you owe this favour, 

I am [^Raises her veil. 

MEITDOZA. 

Isabel! Senora! — 
Can it be, that to my dwelling, 
In this singular disguise, 
You have deigned to come and see me ? 
How, oh ! how can I indulge 
Hopes so sweet and so fallacious ? — 
Since I know that I must doubt them. 

ISABEIi. 

Scarcely I had l^ani'd what happened, 
And that you. were here confined, 
When my lovie would not pemit v^,_ 
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To wait longer bere to come, 
And before tbe going homeward 
Of my brotber, Don Alvaro 
Tuzani, I came to see tbee, 
Witb a single maid alone, 
(Tbink now wbat it is you owe me) 
Wbo dotb wait at tbe door. 

HENDOZA. 

To-day 
All my cares — my sorrows vanisn 
In this act of generous kindness, 
Yes, dear Isabel, by tbem 

JEnter iisriSB veiled, hurriedly, and as tffiigJifened, 

I9BS. 

Ab! Senora! 

-^ Wbat's thia, Ifies P ^ 

UTES. 

Don Alvaro, eren my lord 
Hitber comes. 

ISABEL. 

Wbat ! could he know me 
Through this close disguise, as I 
Came along ? 

MEITDOZA. 

"What great misfortune ! 

XdABEL. 

If he followed me, I die !— 
Kyo*«r0 with me, what fear you? 
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Enter this adjoining ball, 
Close the door, and if he seeketh 
There to enter, ere he finds 70U 
He must leave me dead and cold. 

ISABEL. 

In this mighty peril standing, 

Aid me Heaven I in pity aid me ! — 

{^Isabel and Ines conceal thenuelvei. 

Enter -dos altabo. 

ALVABO. 

My lord Don Juan de Mendoza, 
I wish to speak with you in private. 

MENDOZA. 

You perceive I am alone. 

ISABEL, at the side. 
JLh ! how pale he looks and haggard ! 

ALVABO. 

« 

Then I may secure this door. 

MBHBOZA. 

Tou can close it : — [aside"] Fortune aids us. 

ALTABO. 

Now that it is closed, I pray 
That you hear me with attention. 
I have learned through accident 
That have now set out to seek you 



ICEKBOZA. 

You heard truly. 

ALTABO. 

In thk prison..,** 



LOVE AFFIB SBATH. 33 

MSBDOZA. 

Your informant has not lied. 

ALTABO. 

In this action he offends me 
Who has life or soul to answer. 

Can he speak with clearer meaning P 

MSiTDOZA, imde. 
Heayens ! mj doubts are at an end I 

ALVAEO. 

So I have in haste come hither 
(Ere the others have arrived 
With the intention of reviving 
iFriendships on disgraceful terms) 
To defend my outraged honour. 

UTEITDOZA. * 

• 

This I do not understand. 

AliTABO. 

Then I shall explain more clearly. 

ISABEL, cmde. 

Once again mv heart breathes freely, 
Since it is not me he seeks. 

ALVABO. 

The Corregidor attempts with 
Don Ferdmand de Yalor, 
Kinsman of Don Juan Malec, 
To renew this broken Mendship — 
And it is my sole concern 
To prevent it : and, my reason — 
Though a hundred I could mention, 

VOL. n. 2) 
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There is one I cannot tell : — 

And in fine, even though my motive 

Were but only a caprice, 

Still it is enough to ask you 

If thou art as brave with young men 

As with old men thou art bold } 

'Tis for this alone I seek thee, 

Foot to foot to die, or kiU. 

lOBlTDOZA. 

Tou have done me a great favour, 

Thus so briefly telling me 

What you mean : because, this moment 

Wildered in a thousand ways, 

I coiiceived it was another 

Matter more important far ; 

For the one that you have mentioned 

Is with me of small account : 

But since it is not my practice 

To refuse to fight with him 

Who desires with me to combat,* 

Ere those kind ambassadors 

Who, you say, are coming, reach us, 

If the present time doth suit you, 

Draw your sword. 

ALVAEO. 

Tor this I come ; 
'Tis more needful that I slay thee 

Quickly, than you could have thought. 

» 

MEITDOZA. 

Well, the field is fair and open. [2%^yjf%A^. 

ISABEL, (mde. 

Prom one trouble to another 
My misfortunes make me &U ; 
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Who, a loTer and a brother 
Could see fighting thus, without 
Any power to separate them P 

What true courage ! 

AXYABO. 

What great skiU I 

ISABEL, aside. 

What indeed to do, I know not. 
Since I see two skilful players, 
And I wish the two success, 
Since they both alike affect me, 
Howsoe*er they win or lose. 

[poisf ALYABO trips (Hfainst a chair and falls ; 

-DOVJL ISABEL enters stiU veiled, and 

detains noK jtjas'. 

ALYABO. 

Tripp'd'up by this seat Vye fallen. 

ISABEL. 

Oh ! Don Juan, hold thy hand ; — 

But what haYe I done P The impulse [Aside. 

Hurried me to act this way. [retires, 

ALYABO. 

Yon did wrong in hiding from me, 
People were within that room. 

ICEKDOZA. 

If it was thy life to giYe thee. 
Do not thou complain, 'tis I 
Who haYe better grounds to do so, 
Pighting two : — since she came forth 
Not for mine, but thine assistance ; 
Though 'twas needless, since I know 

x>2 
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Knighthood's law too well : for seeing 
That thy fall was accidental, 
I myself had let thee rise. 

ALVAEO. 

Then a double obligation 
Do I owe unto this lady, 
Since she came to give me life 
Ere I had been forced to take it 
Prom thy hands : because to thee 
I am not for this indebted : — 
Now I feel my anger ripen 
To resume the fight once more. 

MEKDOZA. 

Don Alvaro, who detains thee ? [They fight. 

ISABEL, (uide. 

Oh ! for power to call for aid ! 

[A loud knocking is heard at the door. 

AI/YABO. 

At the door there is a knocking.— 

ICEKDOZA. 

What's to be done ? 

ALVAEO. 

Let either die, 
And the survivor then may open. 

HEKBOZA. # 

You say well. 

Unter do^a Isabel and nnss. 

ISABEL. 

I first shall open 
Wide the door, and let them in. 
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. ALTABO. 



Do not BO : — 



MENDOZA. 



You must not open ! 
[bn OA ISABEL Opens the door and tcishes to 
eseape^ hut is detained hy the COB- 
BEOiDOB, who enters with noK teb- 

ITABTDO YALOB. 

ISABEL. 

Gayaliers, most opportmielj 

Have you come : these two here standing 

Seek to kill each other. 

OOBBEGinOB. 

stay:— 
Since to find things in this manner — 
They contending — ^you being present — 
Says the matter, very clearly, 
That you are the cause. 

ISABEL, aside. 

Ah, me ! 
Since I planned mine own destruction, 
When I thought to set me free. 

ALYABO. 

That the slightest inconvenience 

May not happen to a lady 

Unto whom 1 owe my life, 

I the simple truth w&l tell you : — 

For the cause that so hath moved me 

To this duel, is not love. 

No, but being the relation 

Of Don Juan Malec — thus 

I for him sought satisfaction. 
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XHTDOSA. 

It is true : it chanced tliis ladj 
Came to see me the same time. 

COSBSOIPOB. 

Since we trust the disagreements 
By the means we have concerted 
will be endedy let all cease ; 
It is best that this be settled 
Without blood, since he doth conquer 
Best who conquers without blood : — 
QOf in God's name, fair Senoras. 

ISABEL, aside, 

*Tis my fortune's only gain. 

[Exetmt ISABEL and ikes. 

TALOB. 

Beiior Don Juan de Mendoza, 
To your kindred, it appeareth, 
Ana to ours, that this occurrence 
Should be settled within doors, 
TAs the Castilian proyerb has it) — 
And cemented by new ties, 
Since by giving I)ona Clara, — 
She the phenix of Granada, 
Your betrothed hand, as part 
Of the ... . 

MBN^DOZA. 

Cease this bootless language, 
Sefior Fernando de Valor, 
For it doth the affair embarrass : 
If Dofia Clara is a phenix, 
She may be so in Arabia, 
But in the mountains of Castile 
A phenix is by no means needed. 
And my kindred well should know 
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Men like me ne*er fonn connections 
To secure a stranger's honour ; 
Neither do I know 'twere fitting 
The Mendozas mixed their blood 
With the blood of Malec ; never 
Can they blend in happy union 
The Mendozas and Malecaa. 

YIXOB. 

Don Juan Malec is a man .... 

KBKDOZJL. 

Like you : — 

TALOB. 

Like me, a proud descendant 
Of the monarchs of Granada — 
Since ascending to his fathers, 
You will find them kings like mine. 

SOSKDOZJL. 

Mine, indeed, without being monarchs, 
Were still more than Moorish kings, 
Being unconquered mountaineers.* 

JLLYABO. 

What his lordship Don Fernando 
Has expressed upon this matter — 
I shall hold upon the field. 

COSBEGinOB. 

Here my magisterial duty 
Ceases, and I take instead 

* After the battle of Guadalete, which completed the oon- 
qnest of Spain by the Moors, the chiyalry of Spain withdrew 
to the fiustnesses of the Asturias, and under the guidance of 
Pelayo commenced immediately the work of deliverance. 
We can understand, therefore, says M. Dam»B Hinard, what 
pride a simihu: origin could awaken in the breast of Mendoza. 
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The cavalier's, which suita me better; — 

I, a Zuniga in Caatile, 

Ere a justice in G-raniida. 

And so laying down this etaS, — 

When and where you please, thou'lt find me 

Standiz^; at Don Juan s side. 

^ter a sbbyaitt. 

SEBTAFT. 

Visitors the house have entered. 

OOBBEOIDOB. 

Let us all dissemble now ; 
I resume my civil duties : — 
Here, Don Juan, still remain 
In confinement. 

MEKDOZA. 

I, in all things 
Will obey you. 

OOBBEOIDOB, tO ALYABO and YALOB. 

You retire. 

MEKDOZA. 

And if further satisfaction 
You require .... 

OOBBEOIDOB. 

Acquaint Don Juan 
And myself when you have chosen .... 

HENDOZA. 

You will find us with the sword .... 

OOBBEOIDOB. 

And by the cloak alone protected. 

{jSkcetmt the cobbeoidob cmd iondoza. 



YAIiOB, 4uide. 

This, my honour can consent to i 

ALYABOy aside. 
This, my Yalour can endure ! 

TALOB. 

Is it for becoming Christian 
That I must receive this wrong P 

▲LTABO. 

For embracing their religion. 
Is it, I am treated thus r 

TALOB. 

As G-od liyeth, it is craven 

Not to seek for instant vengeance ! 

ALTABO. 

As Heaven lives, 'tis infamous 
That I wait yet to avenge me ! 

YAliOB. 

Heaven but give me the occasion .... 

ALYABO. 

Give tne but the occasion. Fortune .... 

YALOB. 

If the Destinies assist me .... 

ALYABO. 

•If the Fates in pity grant it ... . 

YALOB. 

I will act, that veiy quickly .... 
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iXTABO. 

Spain w31 weep a thousand times .... 

TALOB. 

The strong Taloar .... 

ALTABO. 

The l>old daring 
Of this arm so strong and powerful .... 

YALOB. 

Of the haughty-Bouled Yalores. 

ALTABO. 

Of the Taliant Tuzanis. 

TALOB. 

HaTO 70U heard me ? 

ALTABO* 

Yes, and echoed. 

TALOB. 

Let us end the tongue's weak language, 
And with hands begin to speak ! 

ALTABO. 

Who opposes such beginning P [Exewni* 
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ACT II.» SCENE I.— THE CAMP of DOW JOHlf 
or ATTSTBLA, AT THE TOOT OP THE ALPXTJABBA 
MOXrSTAISS. 



A^fiourish of trumpet* — Unter dok JOHir qf Auttria 
and BOK JUAK DE MEKDOZA, preceded by a nu- 
merous retinue qf soldiers, 

BON JOHK. 

O rebel mountain ! O disloyal sight, 

Whose savage wildness, whose stupendous height, 

Whose towering structure, whose untamed estate, 

Pressing with unimaginable weight 

Upon the crushed etffth lies — 

Contracts the air and limits even the skies — 

Infamous haunt of thieves. 

Whose pregnant womb with embryo lightnings 

heaves, 
Here to be bom and nursed 
But soon o'er Africa with thunderous rage to burst. 
This is the day, this is the fated day. 
On which thou must for thv dark treason pay. 
Because to-day in me are blent 
At once my vengeance and thy punishment. 
So blent, indeed, that jealous I'ame withdraws. 
Nor crowns this triumph but with slight applause ; 
As if the heavens would say 
That this is not to conquer, but to slay : — 
Since neither glory, nor the laurel leaves 
My valour can demand. 
Because I humble a vile herd of thieves. 



* Three years are sapposed to elapse between the first and 
seoond acts. 
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And subjugate a robber band : — 
This therefore makes me from the future claim 
More an avenger than a conqueror's name — 
But I would know from what a spark thia clear 
Flame of revolt burst forth so fierce. 

MSKBOZA.. 

Then hear : 
This, heroic Austrian eagle, 
Is the mighty Alpujarra, — 
Is the natural rustic rampart — 
Is the barbarous protection 
Of the Moors, who there attempt 
(111 prepared for such achievement). 
Like Pelayo's mountain forces, 
To reconquer Spain once more : — 
It is difficult from its height — 
Intricate from its craggy wildness — 
Impregnable from its situation — 
And invincible from its strength : — 
Fourteen leagues it stretches lengthways, 
But including aU the distance 
In its circuit, more than fifty : — 
For between its opposite points 
There are vales that beautify it — 
Fruitful fields that fertilize it — 
Flowery gardens that delight it : — 
All its Dreast is peopled over 
Thick with villages and hamlets, 
Which at evening, when the sunset 
Sheds a glimmering twilight round, 
Seem like giant cliffs arising 
From the midst of concave rocks, . 
Which in falling from its summits 
Hung suspended on its slopes : — 
Of afl these, the greatest are 
Gabia, Berja, and Gkdera, 
Chosen arsenals of the three 
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Chieftams, who the others goyem ; 

It containeth thirty thousand 

Moorish soldiers, without counting 

Or the women, or the children : — 

And upon this fertile pasture 

Plocks and herds unnumhered feed, 

Though their own support arises 

More from simple fruits than flesh-meats — 

Wild fruits from the tree, or dried ones — 

Or the plants thej cultivate. 

Since, not only fiom the furrows, 

But from the rocks themselves, a tribute 

Of the green herb do they draw ; 

Por so skilled in ajmculture. 

And so studious of its secrets 

Are they, that their spades impreenate 

!Even the rocks, and make them yield. 

As to the cause of the rebellion. 

Since in that I took a part, 

I beseech ^ou, that in silence 

You permit my tongue to rest ; 

Though 'tis better to acknowledge 

That I was myself the cause. 

Than to say, it was occasioned 

Bv severe and cruel edicts 

That were made for their repression : 

Better I should bear the bhune 

Than a higher name be censured ; 

But whatever the occasion. 

Whether the offence I gave — 

As I've said, my lord, or whether 

It was that Yaldr, the day 

Pollowing that on which we quarrelled. 

Was, on entering the council, 

Questioned by the alguazil. 

And a dagger that he carried 

Hid beneath his cloak, drawn forth, — 

Or, the penalties they suffered 
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Growing more ftnd more serere 
Prom tne ordinanceB isaued 
By the court from day to day, 
Drove them bo to deaperatioo, 

That they planned this insurrectiOD, — 
So it was : for they retired 
With their arms, flappHes, Mid money, 
And the three rears, that this treason 
Hath contiauea, it bath been 
Kept inviolate by this people j 
"Which is Horely wonderful. 
That among those thirty thousand 
Men aseembled for this purpose, 
Kot one traitor could be found 
Base enough to tell the secrets 
. Which those many days conceal. 
With what ignorance, what error 
Bid he Bpeah, who stud a secret 
Was in luinger when three knew it ? 
When there's none with thirty thousai 
Interested to preserve it : — 
The first thunderbolt that issued 
!From this lightning— forged ^mid 
These Etnean cliffs and caverns — 
Were bold thefts, were bloody murder 
Bobberies of many churches — 
Insults, sacrileges, treasons, — 
So that soon, Granada, bathed 
In its blood, complained to Heaven 
That it was the sad arena 
Of dark tragedies and woea. 
Quickly was a cure attempted 
By the civil power, but soon 
Seeing how 'twas scorned and outrages 
All united for defence : 
Then the sword replaced the white wiu 
Then respect gave way to force, 
And in civil war was ended 
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What resistanoe but began. 
The corregidor was murdered, 
And the city, now awakened 
To the danger, called to arms 
All the force of the militia : — 
This did not suffice, since alwajs 
(Such success hath novelty) 
Fortune smiled upon their banners ; 
So that all of war's mischimces 
Frowned malignly upon ours ; 
Ah ! how heavy I how oppressive 
Are those favours, since nrom them 
Never have they turned averted ! 
A|)prehenBion grew on our side- 
Pride and daring grew on theirs, — 
Till from all sides dangers threaten. 
As 'tis known that they are waiting 
Aid from Africa — 'tis plain 
That when hither comes this succour, 
In the stopping of its entrance 
We our forces must divide ; — 
More than this, it must be thought of^ 
How the slightest accident 
In a moment, may the other 
Moors of Spain unite with them ; 
Since all those of Estremadura^ 
Of Yaleneia and Castile, 
Wait but tidings of some triumph 
Ere they openly pronounce ; 
But that you may know this people 
Better, that they're wise as brave^ 
Nor without political science, 
Hear from me how ihey are ruled : — 
Which from time to time was told ua 
By some spies, on whom we seized ; 
The first act on which they treated 
Was the choosing of a clwBf, 
And aa in this proud electiou 
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There was rivalry between 

Don Fernando and another 

Man of equal noble birth, 

Don Alvaro Tuzani, 

Thus proposed Don Juan Malec, 

That the former should be king, 

And that he should wed the lovely 

Isabella Tuzani, 

Sister to Alvaro i-'— oh ! [Aside, 

How it pains me ! how it galls me ! 

To reeau to mind the name 

Of this Tuzani, thus honoured 

Next in place unto their king, 

Since for queen they chose his sister : — 

"When Val6r was crowned, the first 

Of his acts was the opposing 

Every way the royal edicts, — 

That his subjects might the sooner 

Eeassume their nation's rites — 

It was ordered that no Christian 

Name be used, nor even the worship 

Of the Christian faith allowed : — 

And to give himself the example, 

He at once assumed the ancient 

Name of Abenhum^ya, 

From the kings of C6rdova 

Whose pure blood he doth inherit. 

He commanded too, that no one 

Should in conversation use 

Aught but the Arabic language, 

Nor be seeu in any dresB 

But the Moorish — ^nor acknowledge 

Any but Mahomet's sect : — 

After these, his next endeavour 

Was, to re-divide his forces ; 

And Gtdera, that proud city 

Tender, which first meets your eye — 

Whose high walls and deep-sunk trenches 
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Nature fiishioned with Bach skill, 
That it never can be conquered 
But with great expense of blood. 
He has given in charge to Malec — 
Malec, who is Clara's fathers- 
Clara, now Maleca called : — 
Tuzani received G-abia 
Named the Proud, while he in Ber^ 
Holds his court — the heart that quickens 
AU this giant mass of stone : — 
Thus, as far as we are able 
To discover, are thev placed* 
This, then, is the Alpujarra^ 
Whose stupendous summits seem 
As if they would hurl them headlong 
Down to kneel before thy feet. 

DDK JOHV* 

Your monitions are, Don Juan, 
Worthy a Mendoza, as 
Of thyself: — thou'rt doubly loyal — 
But what drums are those I hear p 

[A sound of drums is heard, and various 
bodies of troops are seen passing, 

MEimozA. 

Soldiers, that on their arrival 
Seek the muster-roll, my lord. 

DDK JOHN. 

Whence this troop ? 

HSKDOZA. 

|Tis from Granada 
And the neighbouring countiji which 
The Henil waters. 

noir joHir. 

Who cornmandfl it ? 

VOL. II. B 
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HEKDOZA. 

The Marquis de Mond6jar, who 
Is the count too of Tendilla : — 
Of the Alhambra, and the country 
Bound about, perpetual warden. 

D0]<r JOHK. 

The Moor in Africa doth tremble, 

When he but hears his name. What's this ? 

MISNnOZA. 

'Tis a band of troops from Murcia. 

DON JOHK. 

Who has got the command of those P 
The great Marquis de los Belez. 

DON JOHB". 

Let his &me and his achieyements 

Be his name's bright coronal. [^JDrwms. 

This detachment is from Baeza, 
And it has for its commander 
A brave soldier, one to whom 
!Fame is owing many a statue 
As eternal as his glory : — 
My lord, 'tis Sancho de Avila. • 

DON JOHN. 

For the praise that he deserveth, 
'Tis but little to declare. 
Simply that he is the pupil 
Of the Duke of Alva, who 
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Taught him in his school to oonquery 

But never how to be subduecL [Drumi. 

MEKD08A.. 

The foot-soldiers now advancinff 
Are the veteran troops of Flanders, 
Which descended for this exploit, 
To the Henil from the Mouse — 
Pearls with pearls thus interchanging. 

DON JOHir. 

Who doth come with it ? 

MBin>02A. 

A wonder 
Of nobility and valour, 
Don Lope de Figueroa. 

BOir JOHir. 

Many stories have been told me 
Of his courage and his patience, 
One so great and one so smalL 

UETTDOZX, 

Being by the gout impeded, 
He impatiently endures 
Giving such inactive service 
To your highness in the war. 

DOI!!' JOHir. 

Truly I desire to know him. 

XhUer noir lope di fiouisoa. 

LOPB. 

Then I vow to Gk)d, your highness 
Has not one minutest atom 

i2 



62 LOTS ATTXB B2ATH. 

Of advantage over me ; 
Since 'tia but to see me sometime 
Strive to kneel thus at thy feet, 
That these legs I have put up with. 

DOK JOHir. 

How do you feel yourself? 

LOPE. 

As one 
"Who to serve you, comes from Flanders 
Here, my lord, to Andalusia ; 
And it is no needless duty, 
Since if you won't go to Ilanders, 
Elanders then must come to you. 

3>0iy JOHW. 

May Heaven grant me yet this favour ! — 
Do you lead brave troops ? 

LOPB. 

So brave 
That were this wild Alpujarra 
Hell itself, and were Mahomet 
Its commander-in-chief in person, 
They, my lord, would enter in ; — 
Those excepted, who are gouty, 
Who could climb not up the cliffs : — 

For they come [-4 voice within. 

Eetire ! detain thee ! — 

GhABCEB, wkhm. 
Pass I must \ so stand aside. 

JSkUer gaboes, with alcuzcxtz on hit shoulders, 

SQK JOHir. 
What is this P 
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My rounds pursuing 
On the slope of this Sierra, 
I, methought, amid some branches 
Heard a noise, and looking; there, 
I this dog discovered lurkmg 
As in amouscade amongst them. 
Plainly with a spy's intent : — 
With my musket-strap I tied him. 
And that he mif ht bark some tidings, 
I have brought him on my shoulders. 

LOPE. 

A good soldier ! as Q-od liveth ! — 
Are there more of them like this ? 

OABCES. 

Does your lordship then imagine 
It is only out of Flanders 
That good soldiers come P 

ALCTTZOTJZ, Oftde. 

The matter, 
Alcuzcuz, looks rather serious, 
And already Adam's apple 
Seems to tighten in your throat. 

DOIT JOHN, to GABGES. 

Now that I remember, soldier. 
Who you are, a valiant exploit 
Like to this, appears not new. 

eABOBB. 

Oh ! at what a little cost 
Princes can reward brave actions ! 
By a word of praise 'tis done ! 
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Approach* 



▲LCVZCUZ* 

To me do you say it ? 



BOK JOHlSr. 

Tea- 

iXCTTZCTTZ* 

The honour is too great 
To approach you any nearer : — 
I am better here. 

DOIT JOHK. 

Your name ? 

ALCTJZCUZ, aside. 

Here a little caution 's needful : — 

Alcuzcuz, a poor Morisco, [Aloud, 

"Who by force was carried here 

To this cursed Alpujarra — 

Being a Christian in my heart — 

Elnowing all about the Credo, 

The Trinity and the Daily Bread — 

The Salve Begina, and the other 

Fourteen Commandments of the Church : 

'Twas for saying to my comrades 

That I would a Christian be, 

That they wanted all to kill me, 

So I fled, or ran, or flew. 

Till I met with him who took me, 

When I yielded myself up : 

If vou spare my life, I*D tell you 

All the nlans they're plotting yonder. 

And win show you how to enter 

By the mountam imperceived. 
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BOK JOHK. 

Though I think that he is lying, 
It is possible that he 
Tells a little truth. 

MSNDOZJL. 

Who^ questions 
But some Christians still are there P 
I myself have known a lady 
Who was carried there by force. 

DOW JOHN. 

Let us neither be too trusting, 
"Not too doubting ; G^arces, thou 
Take the charge of thine own captive. 

GABCBS. 

Yes, be sure, 1*11 guard him welL 

DOK JOHir. 

We shall soon see if the story 
Which he tells is true or false. 
Let us take a turn, Don Lope, 
Through the quarters of our troops, 
And consult upon the best way 
To begin the attack. 

HSITDOZA. 

Tour highness 
Sees what's right, for though this war 
Seems indeed of trifling moment. 
It is most important, since 
There are matters like the present. 
Which when gained confer no honour. 
But when lost inflict disgrace ; 
And it therefore doth behove us 
To attend to things like these— 
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Not 80 much to gain new laurels. 
But to lose not what we have. 

[Sxeunt all hut gabgbb a/ni AXiOirzcnjz. 

GABCZS. 

Well, Mend, what shall I call you P 

• jLLOrZOTJZ. 

Bice; 

Since my name among the Moriseos 
Was plain Alcuzcuz, among 
Christians it is Rice ; 'tis proper, 
Since I change my Moorish pottage, 
I should get a Christian name. 

GABCSS. 

Alcuzcuz, you are my captive ; 
Tell me truth. 

AIiCTTZOTTZ. 

With all my heart. 

GABOES. 

You hut now assured his highness 
John of Austria 

ALCUZCUZ. 

Was it he? 

GABCES. 

That you could point out a passage 
To this proud Sierra's heart. 

ALCTTZCUZ. 

Tes, my master. 

GABCES. 

Though 'tis certain 
That he cometh to suhdue it. 
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With the MarquiB de los Belez — 
With the Marquis de Mondejar, 
With Don Lope de Figaeroa, 
And Don Sancho de Ayila, 
I am anxious that the entrance 
To these mountains he should owe 
Solely unto my exertions. 
Guide me thither, I'm impatient 
To examine and explain it. 

ALGirzciTZ, aside. 

I must someway trick this Christian, 
And by giving him the slip, 
Ghun the Alpujarra : — come then 
On with me. 

eAScis. 

Just wait a IitUe, 
Por within this g^uardhouae here, 
I deposited my rations 
When I went on guard this morning. 
And I'm anxious to regain them ; 
In my saddle-bags I'll bring them 
(That no needless time be wasted). 
Thus we may upon our journey 
Eat and walk at once. 

AXCUSCTTS. 

So be it. 

GABOXS. 

Let us go. 

ALCtrzovz, oHde. 

O saint Mahomet, 
Thou wilt be my only prophet, 
Guide me, and I'll go to Mecca. 
Ah ! that's nothing to a man 
Who is always pilgrimizing. \^Exetmt. 
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SCENE n. — ± BIAITTIPUL UOJTSTAIS DISTRICT. 
OV THB SIDE OF JL GEITTLE HILL ABE jStEATED 
DOIT TEBKAKDO YALOB (aBEKHUMEYA) AJSCD 
DOKKA ISABELLA TUZAKI (lIDOBA). A CBOWD 
or HOOBB AKD MIJ8ICIAKB ABE SEEK ATA LITTLE 
DISTAirOE. 

ABEimiTMETA. 

Here amid these fragrant bowers, 
Twined of thyme and mountain heather, 
Where the Spring has called together 
The rich Cortez of her flowers — 
Where the ground is overstrown * 
With emerald leaves and buds of gold, 
And our ravished eyes behold 
The queenly Bose ascend her throne — 
Here, Lidora, thou canst rest — 
My beauteous spouse— a tranquil hour, 
While, perchance, sweet music's power 
May charm the sadness from your breast. 

LEDOBA. 

Ah ! my valiant lord, no narrow 
Fame for thee is Tate bestowing, 
Not alone for thee are growing 
Victor oaks in Alpujarra ; 
The laurel, too, shall bloom for thee — 
The sacred tree that loves the plain — 
When the wail of conquered Spain 
Shall proclaim thy victory. 
No, my lord ; 'tis not disdain 
Of your grandeur, your affection 
Makes me feel the deep dejection 
W;eighing on my heart and brain ; 
'Tis the price at which we buy 
Joy's divine but fleeting treasure — 
Never comes the light of pleasure 
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Bat tbe shade of grief is nigh : 

This alone, mj lora, believe me, 

Is my secret cause of anguish — 

'Tis for this alone I languish ; — 

(Ah ! that I could so deceive me !) [Ande, 

Thus changeful Fate with power malign 

Wounds and heals my doubting breast — 

I must be sad for being blest — 

And must be blest for being thine. 

ABSKHTJMEYA. 

If such a cause as this control thee, 

And thou art sad from too much gladness, 

I must feel the joyful sadness 

That I never can console thee. 

Never can this grief decay, 

Ke'er can cease this sweet dejection, 

Since your power and my affection 

Must De greater every day. 

But ring, fling, in notes of gladneaa, 

Sing the beauty of my bride,— 

Ever have been close allied 

Music and such happy sadness. 

[The musiciana sing, 
'' There is little need to say 
Whose thou art, sweet joy divine, 
Since 'tis plain thou must be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay." 

[ifALXC enters and advances to speak to 

ABXlTHTrMETA. TrZAirf (dOK ALYABO) 

and HALECA (noiorA olaba) appear in 
the Moorish costume at opposite sides of 
the stage, and remain there without ad- 
vancing, 

HALEOA. 

** There is little need to say 
Whose thou art, sweet joy divine— [Aside* 
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TITZAjrf. 

" Since 'tis plain thou must be mine 
Bj the shortness of thy stay." 

[^Uhe matruments continue to play during the 
remainder of this scene, 

MALSOA. 

What a strange and mournful feeling 
Has this song awakened now ! 

At this voice, I know not how, 
. Terror through my breast is stealing ! 

ICALECA. 

When to treat about my marriage, 
Hither came my lord and &ther. 

TXrZAlff. 

When I hoped Love's fruits to gather. 
After many a sore miscarriage. 

MALECA. 

Ah ! my joy — the sweet notes say — 

TTJZAKf. 

Ah ! my hope, this fate is thine — 

l^Both sing vnth the musicians. 
Yes 'tis plain thou must be mine 
By the shortness of thy stay. 

MALEO. 

Since, my lord, the light of Love 
Shineth through the smoke of Mars — 
As the light of evening stars 
Through the passing clouds above — 
I have come to tell to thee, 
That to-day I wed my daughter. 
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ABEKHITMBYA. 

Of the many that have sought her, 
Who is then the fayoured he ? 

MALEC. 

Tuzaniy Lidora^s brother. 

ABENHUMEYA. 

Ah ! thou hast selected duly. 
Since I know how long and truly 
They haye been faithful to each other. 
iFor them Loye shines not dark or dim, 
Nor yet a doubtful fate doth giye— 
He without her can neyer liye, 
And ghe must perish without him. 
Where are they both P 

[TUZAid and malxoa approach. 

HALECA. 

Behold me here, 
GHad at thy feet. 

TTJZAld. 

And I am thus 
Proud, that you stretch your hand to us. 

ABElTHirMEYA. 

Come, let my arms embrace ye near ; 
And since the sacred Alcoran 
(Beneath whose law we all imite) 
Prescribes alone this marriage rite. 
That to the woman, by the man. 
Some bridal gifts presented be, 
Thus, Tuzani, some gifts of thine 
GHiye to Maleca, the diyine. 

Ah ! they are all too poor for tibee. 
For thou art such a peerless one — 
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Brightest of all that brightest be — 
That to give diamonds unto thee 
Is to ^ve light unto the sun. 
Here is a Cupid all complete, 
Arm'd with Ms bow ana arrows keen, 
And yet the conquered god is seen 
To kneel submissive at thy feet. 
Here is a string of pearls, to twine 
Around thy beauteous neck of snow- 
Tears of the Dawn, which yet must flow 
To find her face outshone by thine. 
Here is an eagle fair to see, 
Of emerald green — Hope's favourite hue— 
That bird alone that dares to view 
Th' unclouded sun, will gaze on thee. 
This ruby chain perchance thou'lt wear 
Amid thy tresses dark and smooth — 
I need it not ; my chains, in sooth, 
Are thy sweet smiles and curling hair. 
And these memorials may — but no, 
I cannot ask so cold a lot — 
If thy own heart recall me not 
To these, that bliss I would not owe. 

MjIXEOA. 

Tuzani, these gifts I take, 
And, grateful for thy love, I vow 
To prize them all my life, as now, 
And keep and wear them for thy sake. 

LinOBiL. 

And I congratulate you both 

Upon the happy vows you've plighted. 

HALBO. 

Come, let their hands be now united — 
The sweet reward of hearts not loth. 
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tvzakI. 
Ail ! dearest, at thj feet I lie — 

HALEGA. 

Nay, let my arms henceforward be 
A lasting chain for love and thee. 

TTTZAirl. 

And I am blest ! 

ICALEOA. 

And so am I ! 
[Ji the moment their hands meet^ a sound of 
drtms is heard. 

MALSO. 

No Moorish tabours give the sound, 
The startling sound that hither comes. 
No ! *tis the sound of Spanish drums 
That thunders through the mountains round. 

tvzanI. 
Alas ! this sound forebodeth woe. 

ABENHTTMEYA. 

Stop then the bridal, till we see 
What this new circumstance may be. 

tuzakL 

My lord, and hast thou yet to know 
That there can be nothing newer, 
Nothing stranger now than this, 
That my heart can feel a bliss 
Erer fated to endure P 
Scarcely on my heart and lips 
Hope's bright sun outbeams again, 
When the dusky arms of Spain 
Hide its light in dark eclipse ! 
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Snter xlouzoitz wkk ihe 9addMmg% on ku 

Bhmlder. 

ALOUZCUZ. 

Thanks to Allah ! and Mahomet ! 
At your feet again I'm seen. 

TUZAJrf. 

Alcuzcuz, where have you been i^ 

AIiCUZCVZ. 

Oh ! I ran like any comet. 

ABEITHUMSTA. 

What has happened to you ? 

ALCirZGUZ. 

Being 
On my post to-day, post-haste 
I was seized behind my waist 
By a man, without my seeing ; 
"W ith two others then I trod 
On, until at lasjb they brought me 
To Don John, who a Christian thought me. 
Because I said I beHeved in God ; 
So they doomed me not to die, 
But with a soldier to remain. 
Who does not wash himself in vain. 
Scarcely had he learned that I 
Knew a pass that lay amid 
The Alpujarra hills, when he 
Wished at once the place to see } 
From his comrades he lay hid, 
And giving me his saddle-bags. 
In which his daily rations lay. 
We in secret took our way 
Between the mountain's winding crags ; 
But when we reached the lonely wood 
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I fled along a mountain hoUow, 

And he, not 'wishing there to follow. 

Lost both his prisoner and his food ; 

For when he ventured to pursue, 

A Moorish trumpet that hard by 

Bang out, persuaded him to flj : 

So I bring this news to you. — 

The foe, that mighty son of Mars 

Don John of Industry* doth lead, 

And, 'tis said, accompanied 

By the great Marquis of Mondayjars, 

And abo the Marquis of Bellies, and 

He who brings the Flemish diploma, 

Don Lop£ de Figure de Boma, 

And Sancho the Devil, the last of the band, 

Who to-day to the Alpojarro 

Come to attack you. 

ABXKHUMEYA. 

Cease ! no more ! 
They shall find ere the day is o'er 
My wrath can fly like a winged arrow. 

LIDO&A. 

And lo ! on yonder mountain height, 
From which the sun's last rays are fled, 
Fearing to stain its vesper red. 
Fearing to waste its golden light, 
I see a mighty myriad band, 



* Throughout the play, the langnage of Alcuzcuz in the 
original ia composed of total gibl^rish, or broken Spanish. 
In the above instance, he mispronounces the names of the 
leaders of the Christian army, Don John of Austria, the 
Marquis de Mondejar, the Marquis de Belez, Don Lope de 
Figueroa, and Don Sancho de Ayila, in the way I have 
endeavoured to imitate. 

TOL. II. r 
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Whose arms aad flags the sight confuse — 
Bephicing eyening's absent hues — 
Tr^iding our sacred mountain land. 

MALEOA. 

A mighty host we plainly see 
Ghranada* leads this deed to do. 

Many worlds were all too few, 
If they mean to conquer me : — 
Though the hero who doth plan it, 
And treads our labyrinths one by one, 
Instead of the fifth Charles' son, 
Were the son of the fifth planet. 
Eor though their valour now presumes 
To gild th' horizon with strange fires, 
l^ose rocks shall be their funeral pyres — 
These mountains soon their awfiil tombs. 
And since at length draws nigh the hour 
We long have sought for — let us stand 
Beady prepared, with sword in hand, 
Impatient for his approaching power ; 
And so my friends, as we are three, 
Let us divide and wait the foe,. 
You, Malec, to Galera go ; 
You to G-abia, Tuzani ; 
And I in eiia shall remain. 
He who on whom the attack shall fall. 
By Allah's will — on AJlah call, 
Nor shall the call be made in vain — 
Q-o to G-abia, and the f^te 
Which glory from thy love hath ta'en, — 
We, when the victory we gain. 
With greater joy shall celebrate : — 
[Mpeunt all hut tttzan!, kaleca, algxtz- 
CTJZ, and beatbioe. 
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HALICA. 

" Ah, there's little need to say 
Whose thou art, sweet joy divine ! " 

tuzakI. 

" Since 'tis plain thou must be mine 
Bj the shortness of thy stay ! " 

ICALEOA. 

Joys, alas ! too early doomed, 
Dying ere their birth was known. 

TUZAJkl. 

fioses plucked ere they were blown. 
Sweet flowers witherea ere they bloomed. 

HALBCA. 

So enfeebled, so prostrated, 
That a breath has laid thee low. 

TUZAld. 

What thou art my heart doth know, 
Vain my lips aloud should state it. 

MALECA. 

'Tis when thou dost fly away 

That my longing heart pursues thee : — 

TUZAld. 

Since I am about to lose thee, 
Whose thou art thou need'st not say. 

MALECA. 

Joy of some fond heart forlorn, 
Too soon thou left that aching side — 
Abortive birth that thus hath died 
Even in the moment it was bom ; — 
If through accident or scorn 

v2 
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My breast thy fickle wing decoys, 
To him whose peace thy flight destroys 
Eetum with fluttering pinions £E»ter, 
Leave me, and re-seek thy master, 
Delusive dream, — sweet joy of joys ! 

TVZkJSt 

Scarcely did I thee possess 

Bapture, when upon thee fell 

Death, it were no miracle 

Were thy short life even less : 

I was wild with happiness, 

Now with melancholy pine — 

Ah ! how fair doth rapture shine, 

Seeking thus another's breast. 

Pain I-^—how deep thy sting is press' d 

On my heart, because thou'rt mine ! 

HALECA. 

Joy, although a dream to me, 
Stdl thy shade is worth possessing. 

TUZANf. 

Since thou twice canst give a blessing. 
And but once a misery. 

MALEOA. 

Twice from this day thou wilt be 
A rapture-giver : — 

THE TWO. 

When thou curest 
Griefs that only thou canst banish. 
But thy other power is surest .... 

TUZANf. 

In the speed with which you vanish . . . 
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ICAIiXCA. 

In the little thou endurest : — 

TirZAKf. 

Thus in long soliloquj, 
Dear Maleca, have I spoken, 
Since my trembling accents broken 
Had no power to speak to thee, 
Since mj heart was doomed to see 
Hope's yictorious palm that hung 
Budding o'er it — thus outflung 
"Withering ere it bore one leaf, — 
And so was silent : — the heart's grief 
Can not be spoken with the tongue. 

MALSOA. 

Still to speak is a free action, 
For the tongue may silence keep — 
But to hear is not so cheap — 
And is proof to all attraction : 
Since so great is my distraction, 
That the functions of the ear 
Seem to fSeul and disappear ; 
Call not grief like this, then, weak, 
Since you have not power to speak. 
Nor haye I the power to hear. 

The king to Gabia sendeth me. 
Thou to Ghdera must remove. 
My honour, struggling with my love, 
Scarcely can act its tyranny ; 
Let it awhile thy dwelling De 
My darling wife, Maleca mine. 
And may the pitying heavens incline 
The minds of those whom we await-- 
To try their power upon the gate 
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Of proud Gkibia, since 'tis mine — 
Not of GkJera, since 'tis thine : — 

MAIiXCA. 

Can I not see thee then, or know 
Aught of thy welfare, till this feud 
Granada shall at length conclude P 

Ah ! jes thou must, for I shall go 

From one to the other, to and fro. 

Each wished-for night — two leagues shall not 

Prevent my visiting the spot 

Where my heart's wishes fly before. 

MALEGA. 

I know that love's strong wings can soar 
Even with the speed and height of thought ; 
I, to the postern shall repair. 
And wait thee 'neath the wall's protection. 

TTJZAIff. 

And I, secure in thy affection, 
Shall every night rejoiu thee there. 
Now one embrace by which to swear. 

ISotmd ofdrtemt, 

MALECA. 

The drums announce the squadrons move. 

TUZAWf. 

Alas ! the time : — 

MALEGA. 

What pangs I prove ! 

TTJZAKf. 

Oh ! how I suffer ! 
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ICALBOA. 

How I sigh ! 

tuzanI. 
Is this to love P 

MALXOA. 

It is to die ! 

TTTZAKf. 

Is it then more to die than love P 
[^Theff go out^ leaving alottzctjz and zaba 
(bsatbioe) hehmd them. 

ZABA. 

Alcuzcuz, come hither, for we 

Can now converse without molestation. 

ALOUZOirZ. 

Little Zara, this invitation, 
Is it to the saddle-bags or me P 

ZABA. 

Still wilt thou be the gayest of wags, 
Laughing when all around thee are crying ? 
Listen to me : — 

ALCUZOUZ. 

You are not replying 
If this is to me or the saddle-bags. 

ZABA. 

It is to you ; but since I see 

You doubt of my love — ^a shame and a sin — 

I wish to see what they carry within. 

ALOUZOUZ. 

Then it toaa to the bags, and not to me : — 
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ZABA, examvnmg. 

This is pork — ^you're damned in a minute, 

For carrying such an unholy load — 

This is wine too, securely stowed, — 

Bless me ! there's nothing but poison in it. 

Which I do not desire to touch, 

Nor even to see. Take care of thy breath, 

Alcuzcuz, for this will be death. 

If they are able to prove as much : — 

ALCFZCTJZ. 

Why there seemeth more than a foison 

Of venom here, and we must believe it, 

Since Zara says so, we must receive it 

As such, since she is so skilled in poison; 

And the best proof that these are not eatables 

Is that Zara had power to resist them — 

A tooth like Zara's would never have missed them, 

SkiUed and knowing as she is in sweetables,— 

That Christian scoundrel doubtless intended 

To kiU, not keep me with him in slavery : 

Well ! was there ever such scurvy knavery ? 

But Mah6met my cause befriended — 

All because I promised to wander 

As far as Mecca, to see the bones 

Of his blessed shins : — But hark, the tones 

Of the drums peal out from the battle yonder, — 

\I)rwm» are 'heard. 
The mountain is full of troops : in haste 
I must at once to my master repair : — 
I wonder is there any one there 

[To the audience. 
Who would object this poison to taste. 
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SCENE III. — THE CHBISTIAK CAMP. 

SfUer BOK Jomr o? austbia, doit lops d2 
pierxBOA, POF jvjls bb MBiTDoeA, marching 
at the head of their soldiers. 

MBBDOZA. 

From this spot we best can see 

The disposition of each fortress — 

Now that the sun declining westward 

Hangs like a jewel from the sky, 

This town wmch on the right hand rises 

Built on an ever^firm foundation 

Of solid rock, which has for ages 

Seemed on the point of falling down — 

Is Gkibia the proud, and that 

Which stands as proudly on the left hand, 

Whose towers and rocks of rival whiteness 

Ever compete in hue and form, — 

That is Berja : — Ghtlera this — 

Which is another name for galley — 

Given to it because of its site — 

As rocks rise round it, like stony billows — 

And flowers beneath it like flowing waves — 

And the winds whistling over, make it 

Seem to move amid waves and winds. 

noK JOHir. 

One of these fortresses must be chosen 
First to besiege. 

LOPE. 

Then let us see 
Which of them holds the best position 
Suitable to our present design — 
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Then let us put our bands to the labour — 
Since, thank GK>d, it requires not feet. 

DOBT JOHir. 

Bring me hither that Moorish prisoner, 
And let us learn at once if he 
Spoke or not the truth in this matter 
Tnat he lately mentioned to us ; — 
Where is Garces, into whose custody 
I this prisoner wholly gave ? 

MENBOZA. 

I have not seen him from that moment. 

GABCES, toithin. 
Ah ! woe is me. 

DON JOHK. 

See who is this. 
JSnter gabges, hurriedly and ivotmded, 

GABCES. 

'Tis I, who at the feet of your highness 
Come to throw myself half-dead. 

MEin)0ZA. 

'Tis Garces. 

DON JOHN. 

Tell me what hath happened. 

GABCES. 

Deign your highness to pardon an error 
Tor my important tidings. 

DON JOHN. 

Speak. — 
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6AB0X8. 

That Monaco lately taken, 
Given to me to guard, informed jou, 
That he came with the intention 
To betraj the Alpujarra ; 
I, mj lord, desiring strongly 
To suryej the pass, and b^ 
He who first would enter in it, 
(Honour haying an ambition 

Sher than the hope of profit) — 
e him point me out the waj ; — 
Him I followed hj the lonely 
Labyrinths of the mountain-gorges, 
Where the sun each day it naes 
Is within deep cayems lost — 
Scarcely had we reached two craggy 
Hillocks o'er a deep rayine, 
When he flew with sudden swiftness 
Up the rocks, and shouting then, 
Was, as if to cheat eyen echo. 
Answered by a troop of Moors, 
Who descending with the fury 
Eyen of what they are, of dogs. 
Bushed upon the prey he brought them. 
Useless now was opposition, 
So with trickling blood down streaming 
From my wounds, I turned and fled. 
Seeking shelter from the foliage 
Of a neighbouring wood, and there 
Saw beneath the deep foundation 
Of Galera's walls, an open 
Yawning melancholy caye, 
In the rock on which 'tis founded, 
Which beneath the weight is doubtless 
Forced to gape, and which for eyer 
Vainly seeks it jaws to close — 
Gfiying me an easy entrance. 
There I lay concealed, and there, 
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Whether that they did not see me, 
Or that buried there they thought me, 
There they left me as one dead ; 
In this manner I was able 
All the place to reconnoitre, 
And find out that this Gkilera 
Has been undermined by time, 
Which for rock-supported structures 
Is the ablest en^eer ; 
And that you with little trouble 
' May ignite and blow it up. 
By this mouth an entrance gaining 
To the town, without the tedious 
Process of a siege : I offer 
For one life the liyes of all 
That are found within G^era, 
For my anger cannot promise — 
For my sword cannot bestow 
Either pity to the children — 
Either on the old men mercy, 
Or respect unto the women, — 
More than this I cannot do. 

DOK JOHN. 

Let this soldier be removed : [He is led out. 

I consider a good omen, 

Don Lop^ de Figueroa 

This to learn about Galera ; 

For I longed from the first moment 

That I heard the Alpujarra 

Held a town they called G-alera, 

(Or a galley) to blockade it — 

To find out, as on the ocean. 

If I had the same good fortune 

With the galleys of the land. 

LOPB. 

Why delay then ? let us forward. 
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Seizing on the outer posts — 

Better hour than this, we nerer 

Could haye hoped : for in the night-time 

We can reach it unperceived ; — 

On ! my squadron, to Galera ! 

▲ SOLDIXB. 

Pass the order. 

AirOTHIB SOLDIEB. 

Pass it on. 

ALL. 

To Galera. 

DOK JOHK. 

Grant me. Heavens, 
On the hmd the same good fortune 
That you gave me on the sea. 
That opposed to one another — 
That great naval fight, and this 
Land engagement that impendeth. 
It mar be of me deckred. 
That hj sea and land, one epoch 
Had two victories so alike 
That myself could not distinguish 
Twixt the earthly and the naval — 
Which the siege and which the sea-fight. 
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SCENE IV. — OTTTSTDE THE GATES OP GALEEA. 

JEnter TtrzA^f cmd alouzoxjz. 

TTJZAirf. 

Life and honour, Alcuzcuz, 
Do I leave unto thy keeping, 
Since you know, if they discoyer, 
I Ghtbia left, and ventured 
To Ghdera, life and honour 
In one instant must I lose ; 
With my mare be sure await me 
Here, while I this garden enter : 
For we have without delaying, 
To return unto Gabia, 
Ere our absence there is known. 

ALCUZOVZ. 

Ever I am glad to serve you, 
Though I came in such a hurry 
That you did not give me time 
To deposit in my chamber 
Even the saddle-bags — depend on't 
I shall watch here without budging. 

TUZAirf. 

If you leave this, by yon heaven ! 
"With your life you'll pay the forfeit : — 

JEnter maleca from a door. 

MALEOA. 

Is it thou ? 

TIJZAI^f. 

Who else would ever 
Be so faithful P 

MALEOA. 

Enter quickly, 
That they may not recognise thee 
Talking with me from the walls. IJSxeunt, 
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▲Loireccs. 
Well, by Allah ! I am sorry, 
Seiior Sleep, I can't go with you : — 
Well, there ia not a worse office 
In the world than that of pander. 
For in eyery other business 
We are working for ourselyes, 
But in pandering, for others : — 
Ho ! there, Bess ! — I feel so drowsy, 
I must shake it off by keeping 
To my story. Oft the cobbler 
Makes himself new shoes — ^the tailor 
Makes himself at times a coat, — 
Idkewise doth the cook examine 
If the fricassee be good. 
And the pastiy-cook can sometimes 
Eat the pie that he has made, — 
But the obliging pander only 
Cannot turn his toil to profit. 
Neither wears the shoe he cobbles, 
Nor doth taste the pie he bakes, — 
Ho ! there, mare ; good heayens ! she's off, 
Though she knows I must pursue her : — 
Ho ! mare, stay, and do for me 
But this fayour that I ask you, 
And m do for you as much 
Any time that you ask me : — 
Ah ! 'tis useless now to follow ; 
Alcuzcuz, a pretty business 
Haye you made of this, my Mend ; 
How shall master now return hence ? 
He will kill me, it is certain. 
Since he cannot reach Gbbia 
Now in time by any means. 
Just suppose he comes and tells you, 
Bring the mare — I haye it not — 
What do you mean ? The mare has fled me. 
By what road P The hills there yonder. 
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Then I will kill you — Pish ! a dagger 
Ib the next moment through mj heart ! 
Since 'tis fated you must perish, 
Alcuzeuz, you had better choose your 
Mode of death. Let us die by poison, 
As that is easiest — then so be it, 
Since I am weary now of life : — 

[ JETi? takes out a bottle from the hag, and 
drinks. 
It is better thus to perish, 
Than to die in an ugly manner 
Bathed and smeared all o'er with blood. 
How do you feel ? Why never better, — 
Then the poison is rather weak — 
If you mean to die in earnest. 
You must take a good deal more. [Drinks. 
He who takes poison is never dully. 
But feels a fire in every vein ; 
Then to bum all through my interior, 
More of the poison I must take, [Ihinks. 
That I may die by little and Httle. 
Ah ! it now begi£s to work, 
Now the effect becomes apparent. 
For my eyes are troubled and glazed, 
And my brain is like a tee-totum. 
And my tongue grows thick and flabby. 
And my mouth.is like hot iron ; 
But since I die, I should not leave 
A drop of the poison to kill another ; [^Drinks. 
'Tis common charity. Where the devil 
Is my mouth, that I cannot find it. 

[Zhmms are heard. 

VOICES toithin. 

To arms ! sentinels of G-alera, 
To arms! 

ALCUZCUZ. 

Eh ! what is this ! 
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But if my eyes see naught but Hghtnings, 
What wonder thunders thus I hear P 

JEnier TVZAiri and halboa, alarmed. 

KALSCA. 

My lord, the sentinels hare kindled 
Their signal watch-fires on the walls. 

TTJZAIirf. 

Doubtless the Christian camp is moving, 
Under the silent shade and cover 
Of the night, upon Galera. 

MALSOA. 

Fly, my dearest lord, for now 
All the fort is in commotion. 

TUZAlrf. 

Will it be a glorious action 
To be told of me, that I 
Left my wife exposed .... 

MALISCA. 

Oh! sorrow. 

TVZASi. 

And abandoned her in peril ? 

MALEOA. 

Yes, because it is Gabia 
That you must in honour guard, 
And perhaps they may besiege it 
First of all. 'Tis duty calls. 

TtrzAsi. 

Ah ! who ever saw confusion 
Like to this ? or in one moment 
Suffered so much pain ? At once 
Love and honour caU upon me. 

VOL. n. Gt 
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MALICA. 

Answer them bat to your honour. 

TUZAld. 

Ere I answer, I am hopeful 
Yet to obey the two. 

ICALECA. 

"What way ? 

TrzAwf. 

By resolving now to take thee 
With me, — for if I, in leaving 
Or in taking you, am lost, 
Love and honour both experience 
Equal fortune, equal risk, — 
Come with me, a steed is waiting — 
Swift outrunner of the wind- 
It wiU bear us. 

HALECA. 

With my husband 
I may go, I hazard nothing- 
I am thme. 

TTTZAlirf. 

Ho! Alcuzcuz. 

ALGIJZCUZ. 

Who is calling ? 

TTJZAlrf. 

I; get ready 
. Quick the mare. 

ALOirZGTJZ. 

The mare ? 

^ TTTZAlirf. 

Why wait thus ? 
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ALOlTZCirZ. 

I am waiting for the mare; 

To return she gave a promise : — 

TrZAKf. 

Where then is she ? 

ALOUZCUZ. 

Gk)ne off cleanly. 
But as she's a mare of honour, 
She I'm sure will soon be back. 

TxrzAid. 
B J the heayens above me, traitor ! . . . . 

ALCTJZCrZ. 

Do not touch me, keep aloof, 
For I tell you I am poisoned, 
And my very breath may kill you. 

TirzAid. 
I will give you now your death. 

MALSOA. 

Hold, restrain thee ! Ah ! 

IShe interpases and is wounded in the hand, 

TVZAJXi. 

What's this ? 

HAIiECA. 

In my effort to detain thee, 

I my hand have slightly scarred. 

TUZAWf. 

This dear blood a life must pay for. 

MALECA. 

Then because 'tis mine, I ask you 
Not to kill him. 

o2 
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TVZAXi. 

Your entreaty 
"Would absolve a greater oath ; 
Does it bleed much ? 

MALEOA. 

'Tis a trifle. 

TUZANf. 

In this handkerchief enfold it. 

MALECA. 

Since you see Fate interposes 
To prevent my flight — oepart — 
And as in one day Galera 
Scarce will yield, I freely offer 
To go with you on to-morrow ; 
Since the secret pass lies open, 
We can leave at any time. 

TTJZANf. 

With that hope alone I tear me 
Prom thy arms. 

MALECA. 

May Allah guard thee ! 

TUZAlrf. 

To what end, if life is hateful 
Without thee ? 

AIiCTIZCUZ. 

Oh ! if you want 
A good remedy to lose it — 
I have here a drop remaining 
Of the most delicious poison. 

MALECA. 

Q-0 then. 



LOTS AFTEB DSATH. 85 

TxrzAirf. 

Ah ! how sad I go ! 

MAUBOA.. 

How afflicted I remain ! 

TirZAKf. 

Feeling that some hostile planet 

MALECA. 

Feeling that some adverse fate 

TUZAirf. 

Shines malignly on mj passion 

HALBCA. 

Comes between me and my love 

TUZAlrf. 

Ever riseth 

MALECA. 

Standeth ever 

TUZAlrf. 

Wakeful but for my misfortunes. 

HALBGA. 

Beady with a Christian army 
Ever to disturb our joy. 

[Ikewnt MALECA and tuzani. 

ALCXrZCTJZ. 

Is this death ? or is it slumber ? 
Death and sleep are one they say, 
And they're right, for now I know not 
If I'm dead, or only sleep ! 

\Lie9 down and the curiam faUs. 
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ACT III. SCENE I.— ouTSiDB the walls or 

aALBBA. — TIMS: KIGHT. 



JEnter TUZANf alone, alcuzouz 8een sleqnfy at 

one side, 

TVZASi. 

chilly night, so pale and starry-eyed, 

Into whose silent care my dearest hopes confide 

The glad result of an attempt like this, — 

My soul its triumph, and my love its bliss — 

Since though your stars are beautiful and bright, 

Maleca fair will give a nobler light, 

When in the clasp of my enfolding arms 

The dearest prize earth holds shall fly with all her 

charms ; 
On wings of blended love and fear 
Have I with rapid flight across the land come here 
Unto G-alera — ^here unto this part, 
Where Nature works, without the aid of art, 
LeafjT labyrinths secure, 
Neither too plainly open, nor obscure, 
Which for my steed may be 
A nightly shelter ; and as no eyes see, 

1 may attach him to this trunk of a tree, 
Where, by his reins alone, shall he 

Be more secure, than when on yesternight 

I gave the charge to a man 

[Se trips against alcttzcitz. 
How everything doth fright 
A loving breast ! An augury 
Of some impending sad event 
Even my Ann heart must feel this accident, . 
Since the first moment that I quit my horse. 
My foot must strike against some wretched corse. 
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All I lisve seen, all I hare met to-daj 
Fills me with tenor, horror and dismay ; 
O wretch, that here hast met thy doom ! 
O thou that hast a mountain for thy tomb ! 
The troubles of thy state are o*er — 
While I must struggle with a thousand more ! 

ALOUzciTZ, awaking. 
Who is that that's walking on me P 

TVZASi, 

Can I belieye my sight — ^my hearing ? 
Who art thou ? — speak ! — 

ALCTTZOirZ. 

Why, Alcuzcuz, 
Whom you ordered to remain here 
With the mare, and so I have. 
Unobserved by anybody ; — 
If you meant unto Gfabia 
To go back, why stay so late ? 
But I know that lovers always 
Are so tardy taking leave. 

TUZAJXi. 

Alcuzcuz, what brings you hither ? 

ALCTXZOUZ. 

Well ! to ask me such a question ! — 
Have I not been waiting for you 
Since the moment that you entered 
By the wall to see the lady ? 

Who ere saw the like of this ? — 
Prom last niffht, you mean to tell me 
You have waited here P 
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ALOTTZOUZ. 

Who's speaking 
Of last night ? IVe been a moment 
Dozing from narcotic poison 
Which I lately took from fear, 
As my master said he'd kill me 
For permitting his good mare 
To go gadding through these by-ways : — 
But the mare has now returned, 
And the poison is not deadly, 
Praise to Allah for the same ! — 
Therefore let us go. 

TTTZAlrf. 

What fooling ! 
You were drunk the whole night through. 

ALCT7ZOI7Z. 

Then it must have been on poison : ' 

Yes 'tis easy to believe it, 

For my mouth is like a furnace, 

Aiid my lips and eyes are dry, 

And as hard as flints — my palate 

Like to tinder — yes, the potion 

Must have been all — ^vinegar. 

Leave me, for it were not well 
That again you should deprive me 
Of my joy, since through your fault 
I, last night, a great occasion 
Lost, and I would not repeat it 
Now this second night tlurough thee. 

ALoijzorz. 

No, not mine, the fault was Zara's, 
Since she told me it was poison, 
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And my only wish in drinking 
Was to be dead — (drunk). 

[A noue is heard toithin. 

TTTZAKf. 

A crowd 
Comes this way ; beneath these branches 
Let us hide until they pass. 

{^Thetf conceal themselveB at the side. 

Enter a wumber cfeoldiere headed hy oabcxb. 



0ABCES. 

i 



This is the entrance of the mine 

Which beneath the walls eztendeth ; 

Porward, forward, but in silence, 

That we may be heard by none ; 

When I apply the fire, some moments 

Let us wait, until the mountain 

Bursts asunder, and its ashes 

Bise like clouds amid the air ; 

When the mine explodes, let no one 

Wait an instant, but advance 

And upon the exposed intrenchments 

Seize at once, and so maintain 

Till the arrival of the other 

Troops, who there in ambush lie 

In that dusky thicket yonder. \Ijxetmt, 

TUZANf. 

Did you hear him ? 

ALCTJZOTTZ. 

I heard nothing. 

Doubtless 'tis the night-patrol 
Circling in its rounds the mountain; 
It was well that I retired : 
Are they gone P 
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AiiOrzcrz. 

What, can't you see ? 

I must now approacli still nearer. 

[-4 report of a cannon U heard toithin. 
What means this ? 

AIiOTTZCUZ. 

There's not a mouth 
That more clearly tells its meaning 
Than the wide mouth of a cannon 
Speaking the c^^o^ languages. 

[^The mine eopplodes with tremendous noise. 

YOiOES, within. 
Aid us, Heaven ! 

JLLCTJZCirZ. 

Mahomet aid me ! 
And may Allah guard you, master ! 

TxrzAid. 

It would seem as if were shaken 
On their everlasting axes, 
All the mighty sphere of crystal, 
All the huge round rocky globe. 

nOK LOPE DE EIGUEBOA, withm. 

Now the mine is spruug, brave soldiers, 
Forward, forward to the breach. 

TrzANf. 

Oh ! what Etnas, Mongibellos, 
What volcano, what Vesuvius, 
Must these mountains have conceived, 
That they bring forth such an offspring ! 
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AIiCTTZCUZ. 

Wlio are 70a caUing manCT fellows, 
And the rest of those hard names P — 
It is all but fire and smoke. 

TUZAirl. 

O imeqnailed burst of terror ! 

Since in sudden wild confusion 

^ow the startled city bums ; 

And, to shorten all the horrors, 

Snakes of Hquid pitch, and serpents 

Of ezplosiye powder eat 

Through and through its very entrails ; 

'Tis the ruin of our Spain ! — 

It were neither like a lover, 

Nor a brave man, if to succour 

My beloved, 'mid the blazing 

City I did throw me not, 

GUmbing up its walls and dashing 

All its ^ttering turrets down, 

That I may in my embraces 

Bear the mir Maleca forth ; 

Then Oalera — ^then the mighty 

World itself may bum to dust. [Ikit. 

ALcrzovz. 

Neither lover-like nor noble 

Were it now, in this confusion, 

Zara to desert ; what matter ? 

Being neither lord nor lover. 

And I've had enough of both ; 

K I only save my bacon, 

(Allah, pardon me !) Galera, 

Zara, too, may bum for me. . lUadt 
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SCENE n. 

Unter don juan de mbitooza, don lope de 
riGUEBOA, gabceb, and SolcUers, 

LOPE. 

Give no quarter, fire the city, 
G-ive it o*er to flames and blood. 

GABCES. 

To be&;in the conflagration 

I shall enter. lUadt. 

PIBST SOLDIEB. 

I shall foUow. [Mcit. 

Enter maxeo and some Moors Jighimg with the 

Christians. 

MALEC. 

I shall place my body here 
As a bastion to the ramparts 
To defend them. 

MENDOZA. 

This, my Lord, 
Is old Malec the Alcaide. 

LOPE. 

Yield thee. 

MALEC. 

Yield ! what does it mean P 

MALEOA, toithin, 
Malec ! O my lord, and father ! 
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MALBO. 

'Tis Maleca ; Oh, mj daughter. 
That I could divide in twain ! 

MALECA, within. 
Ah ! a Christian's hand doth slay me. 

MALBC. 

Then shall these too kill me here 
Unopposed, that in one moment 
Both our lives may end at once. 

LOPE. 

Die, thou dog, and bear Mahomet 

These my compliments from me. 

[^yier a severe struggle the Moors are 
defeated, and driven off the stage ; the 
conquerors re-enter tcith oabces. 

FIBST SOLDIBB. 

There was never such a plunder 
Both of jewels and of diamonds. 

BECOin) SOLDIEB. 

This time I am rich at least. 

GABCES. 

Not a life to-day was sacred 

From my swora — nor youth, nor beauty — 

Nor old feeble age escaped me ; 

All I failed in was to meet with 

That deceitful Moorish scoundrel. 

To be thoroughly avenged. 

LOPE. 

Now that all Gkdera bumeth, 
It is best drawn off our people, 
Ere the flames being seen afar 
Bring help hither : — 
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To retreat : — 



MBIirDOZA. 

Pass the signal 



ALL. 

Pass round the word. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE m. — nrsiDE thb walls of galsra. 

Unter TuzAsi, 

TTTZANf. 

Through the flames that rose like mountains, 

Through the sea of blood advancingy 

Treading upon prostrate corses : 

Pondest love has led me hither 

To the house of my Maleca. 

Ah ! I find it torn and shatter'd, 

Victim of a double ruin — 

Pire and sword have fallen upon it ! 

But mj bride, mj bride, where art thou ? 

If thou*rt lost, let sorrow make me 

Quick to die, as slow to aid thee ; 

Where art thou my loved Maleca ? 

Ah ! my eyes discover nothing ! — 

MALEOA, toithin. 
Oh! alas! 

TTTZANf. 

These mournful accents, 
Which the wind around me scatters — 
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Sad complaints obscurely spoken, 

Bitter sighs, too well repeated, 

Pierce my breast like lightning flashes. 

Ah ! was ever such affliction P 

By the glimmering light arising 

From the half-expiring embers, 

I behold a woman lying 

With her blood the fire allaying, 

Ah ! it is — it is Maleca — 

Sacred Heayens, bestow in pity 

Life on her, or death on me :-^ 

\^He enterSf and returns wUh malboa in ku 
arms, Ser hair hangt loosely about 
her, the blood flows from her wound, 
and she is but half-dressed. 

HALBOA. 

Spanish soldier, in whose bosom 
CSruelty nor pity dwelleth — 
Pity, smce thy hand has struck me. — 
Cruelty, since death still tarries — 
Plunge again thy murderous weapon 
In my breast — 'twill be less cruel 
Than to leave me thus suspended 
'Twixt your cruelty and pity. 

tuzanI. 

Pair but most unhappy being ! 
Thou, a goddess in thy beauty, 
Thou, a mortal in thy griefs, 
Since diirinest natures ever 
Taste of earthly pangs as well — 
He who in his arms doth hold thee, 
Does not seek to take thy life. 
Ah, to save that life he'd rather 
Lose his own a thousand times. 

HALECA. 

By these accents I discover 
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That thou art of Moorish blood. 
If my sex, my Borrow move thee 
With a double power to pity — 
Grant one favour for the two. 
In Gabia is Alcaide, 
Tuzani, mj dearest husband : 
Thither hasten thou to seek him — 
And this last embrace I give thee, 
Bear him faithfully from me ; 
Tell him that his oride, Maleca, 
Bathed and weltering in her blood, 
By a Spaniard's hand outpoured, — 
By a Spaniard, more ambitious 
Of her jewels than of honour. 
Died this day in lost Galera. 

TTJZAKf. 

The embrace which thou hast given me. 

It is needless that I carry 

To your husband ; for, afas ! 

End of aU his dreams and rapture ! 

He himself is here to take it. 

MALECA. 

Ah ! this voice so well remembered — 

Voice of one so dearly loved— 

Sends new breath into my bosom. 

Makes my death supremely happy. 

Let me once again embrace thee— 

Let me die within thy arms. [Dies, 

Oh, how much that man betrayed his 
Ignorance of human nature ; 
He who said that love doth ever 
Blend two senarate Hves in one ! 
If such miracles were real. 
Neither I would now be living, 



Nor wonldst thou be lying dead. 

Since, indeed, this very moment, 

Thou by living, I by ^^ing. 

Were our destmieB aliKe ! 

Heayens, that witness my affliction. 

Mountains, that behold my anguish, 

Birds, that hear my sad complainings. 

Flames, that see my bosom's sorrow. 

Why, oh ! why have ye permitted 

That the brightest light is darkened. 

That the fiurest flower has perished, 

That the sweetest breath has failed ? 

Men, who've known love's sacred feeling, 

Aid me in this deep affliction. 

Tell me, in this hour of woe, 

What is he to do, the lover. 

Who, the night he comes to visit 

His adored, espoused lady, 

Hoping to receive the guerdon 

Of nis long and fiEuthful love, 

Pinds her m her young blood lying P 

Sweetest lily ever pictured 

On a perilous enamel ! — 

Purest gold that ever brightened 

In the crucible of grief! — 

What oueht he to do, the mourner, 

Who his Dridal bed beholdeth 

Changed into a mournful tomb. 

And the goddess he expected 

Lying there a pallid corse ? 

But — ^no, no — ^you will not answer ; 

Aid nor counsel will you give. 

If my grief, in such misfortune, 

Will not prompt my mind aright, 

Vain is all advice or counsel. 

Mountain of the Alpujarra ! — 

Theatre of cowmrd slaughter ! — 

Scene of the most vile transaction ! — 

VOL. n. H 
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Pield of the most shameful conquest ! 
And the most degraded glory — 
Never, never have your mountains — 
Never, never have your valleys, 
Seen, amid your pointed summits— 
Seen, along'yourWery margins- 
One so fair and so unhappy ! 
But of what avails complaining, 
What avails my lamentotion, 
If 'tis lost in iole air P 

[Enter abskhtjmeta, lidosa, and Moors, 

ABSNHUKSYA. 

Though, with tongues of fire, Ghilera 
Called us from afar to aid her. 
We have come too late. 

LinOBA. 

In ashes 
»See her squares, and streets, and buildings, 
And the red flames pyramidal 
Seem to rise unto the stars. 

TVZASi. 

Do not wonder — do not tremble 
That your steps have been too tardy — 
I myself have come too late ! 

ABENHUMEYA. 

Oh 1 what words of mournful boding. 

LIDOBA. 

Oh ! what terror is impending P 

ABEKHUMETA. 

WhatisthisP 

TTTZANf. 

It is the greatest 
Pain, it is the deepest sorrow. 
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The calamity most cruel, 
The miafortune most profound. 
'Tis to eee expire before you, 
In a way bo Bad and mourpfiil. 
Her you lore. Ah ! this in truth 
Is all Borrows in one sorrow — 
la the summit of misfortune- 
Is the grief of every grief. 
My Maleca (&h ! my sorrow, 
How canst thou proclaim the tidings ?) — 
My Maleca, my betrothed. 
Is the corse so pale and bloody, 
Coldly lying at thy feet ! 
A treacherous hand, a burning brand. 
Plunged within her glowing bosom, 
And the flame of life extinguished ! 
Who will not behold with wonder 
Eire extinguished thus by fire, 
And the precious gem of life 
By the sharp steel cleft asunder P 
You can every one bear witness 
Of this sacrilegiouB outrage ; 
Of this cruel wrong — ^this horror — 
This most costly, bitter trial 
Of fiitality and love. 
Be ye witnesses, henceforward. 
Of my deep, undying yengeance. 
The most dreadful, the most noble, 
That the world has oyer entered 
In her chronicles of jaspar — 
In her monuments of bronze. 
Here, before this lifeless beauty — 
This weak flower — ^this fragile rose — 
Who at length doth die a wonder, 
As a wond^ she was bom — 
Here with unavailing homage. 
Bending at her feet, I vow 
For her death eternal vengeance ! 

h2 
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And since this Qnlera (truly 
Well it meriteth the name !)* 
Founders in this purple sea^ 
And, 'mid flames that rise around it, 
Threatens to sink headlong downward 
From this peak to yonder vales — 
Since the Spaniards have departed, 
So that the faint, distant beating 
Of their drums now reach us not — 
I shall follow in their footsteps, 
Till I find, amid their armj. 
Him, the wretdi, that slew my bride— 
At the least his life shaU answer 
My revenge, if not her death ! 
That the fire that saw the murder — 
That the world which knew 'twas done — 
That the trembling wind that listened — 
That the fortune that allowed it — 
That the Heavens which this permitted — 
Men, and beasts, and birds, and fishes — 
Sun, and moon, and flowers, and stars — 
Fire, and air, and earth, and water — 
Thus may learn, may know, may publish, 
. See, observe, and comprehend. 
That within a Moorish heart. 
That within a Moorish bosom. 
Love surviveth after Death ! 
Thus that cruel god shall never 
Boast that he had power to tear 
Two such hearts from one another ! [JEkit. 

ABEirHITMEYA. 

Stay ! detain thee. 

LinOBA. 

You would sooner 
Make the lightning's flash obey. 

* Galera—« Galley. 
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ABEHUUMITA. 

Take away the lifeleaa body 

Of this fair unfortunate ; 

Be not, valiant friends, diaheartened 

At beholding this rude Troj 

Falling thus in rustic homage 

On the horror-feeling' earth. 

Or in ashes heayenward rising ; 

Since, ye Moors of the Alpujarra, 

To avenge such wrongs as these — 

Has your king Ab^nhum^va 

Bound this sword around nis loins. [Sxit. 

Lino&A.. 

Would to Heaven that these mountains — 

That these proud Atlantic hills — 

With the fire that now consumes them — 

With the wind that beats their sides. 

Saw themselves now toppling over — 

Saw themselves with age decay-— 

That at length a termination 

Might be reached of all these woes. ^Uxit. 
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SCENE rV. — THE CHBIBTIAir CAMP. 



JBnter dok johk of attstbia, bok lops dx 
piaiTXBOA, BOir JTJAJsr DB HBKBOZAy and soldiert. 

DOV JOHN. 

Since that this proud citj here, 
This Gulera lies in rain — 
And awaiting its renewing, 
One vast phenix doth appear — 
And of all that burning sphere 
Which eternal vengeance woke-^ 
Seems a burning fingment broke 
From the region of Gk>d'B ire, — 
A very minotaur of fire — 
A very labyrinth of smoke— 
We no longer should remain, — 
But before the morning peeps 
Over the hills, and smiling weeps 
Those tears which in the foaming main 
Turn into glistening pearls again, 
We from Gkilera shoiud retreat 
And to Berja fly as fleet ; 
Since at rest I ne'er shaU be, 
Till this Moorish king I see 
Dead or conquered at my feet. 

LOPB. 

If you wish, my lord, that we 

Do, at Berja, what we've done 

At Gulera — ere the sun 

Sinks again; it so shall be ; 

But, as it appears to me. 

The kinff our gracious ruler meant 

Not to destroy the malcontent 
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Who are his Tasaals still, bat merely 
To chastise them — ^true, severely^- 
But blending grace with punishment. 

ICBKDOZA. 

I with Don Lope must agree ; 
Gruel ret merciful, they should 
Behold you in your milder mood, 
Since they have seen thy cruelty : — 
Yes, permit them now to be 
Sp ectators of the heartfelt joy, 
With which by mercy's mild alloy 
Thou temperest vengeance, and so give 
A proof that valour can forgive — 
Since 'tis not valour to destroy. 

DOK JOHK. 

My brother sent me, it is true, 

To pacify this rebel land. 

But without my sword in hand 

My anger knows not how to sue ; 

Still as he permits me too, 

To pass or punish crimes like theirs— 

The world shall know from these affairs, 

That, as the occasion needs. 

With arms I punish rebel deeds — 

With pardon welcome humble prayers — 

Don Juan. 



HElfTDOZiL. 

Please your grace ? 



DOK JOHN. 

Away 
To Beria, where VaWr, I know 
Has raised his standard ; that I go 
To Berja, upon my part, say ; 
There publicly in the face of day 



104 Lon Amn death. 

Offer pardon or pnnkhment : 
Good and eyil equally blent : 
Say, if he doth yield to me 
At discretion, I, hj thee 
A general amnesty hare sent 
To all the rebel8---that they may 
Betum and live with us once more, 
Besume the rank they held before 
This foul rebellion's &tal day. 
I^or all their crimes now past away, 
Ajs things of a forgotten era — 
I shall ask no more severe a 
Punishment : if he says — ^no— 
Then on Beija I shall blow 
The burning ashes of Gtdera. 

HEKDOZA. 

I go thy servant. [.Ert/. 

LOPE. 

Never did 
The sack of any town I have known 
Turn out so well ; each soldier 's grown 
IMch with the wealth he found amid 
The walls. 

noir joHir. 

And was such treasure hid 
Galera's narrow walls between P 

LOFE. 

Let the joy that can be seen 
In every soldier's face reply. 

DOK JOHN. 

I would wish to give by-and-by 
Unto my sister and my queen^ 
Some gut to which she coidd refer 
As trophy of this victory, — 
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From the soldiera I must buy 
Some offering worthy Bending her. 

LOPl. 

I hare been a purchaser 
With the very same intent — 
This necklace which I bought to-day 
Erom one to whom it fell at play — 
I would &in, my lord, present — 
A jewelled liophy of the event. 

BOir JOHK. 

'Tis fair, and I must not refuse. 
That you n^v not yourself excuse, 
Sefior, hereafter from receiving 
As readily as now thou'rt giving ; — 
Then to take, as now you choose 
To teach me how to give. 

LOFS, gwvng ike necklace, 

I see 
Its value, since you condescend 
To make some use of it and me. 

Ikiter DOir alvabo tuzaiti, onJALCVzcuz, dressed 
as Spanish soldiers ; they converse apart. 

TTJZAKf. 

Alcuzcuz, I have chosen thee 

!For the exploit I intend, 

Ab my compaBion and my Mend 

AIiOUZOUZ. 

Tou did well to trust to me : — 
Although you keep as in a sheath 
Your valorous project — now this shyness . . . 
But hush I for yonder is his Highness. 
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TUZAirf. 

Ib this Don John P 

AL017ZOI7Z. 

It is in fiEuth : — 

TTTZAlrf. 

A man about whom rumour saith 
Such deeds, is worthy of mine eyes. 

DON JOHir. 

How equal are these pearls in size P 

TUZAUf. 

And if the reason that I mention, 
Would not account for my attention, 
Now one more potent doth arise. 
That pearly necklace (woe is me !) 
Whicn in his hands (O heavens !) I see, 
Is that which once, when Fate was kind, 
Around Maleca's neck I twined ! 

DOIT JOHir. 

Let us, Don Lope, go : how he 
That soldier yonder seems enchained. 
Looking at me with eyeballB strained ! 

LOPB. 

Who woiild not look so, please your grace. 
When he beholds you face to face P \_JSxeunt. 

TVZAJSi. 

Amazed and mute I have remained. 

ALOTTZGTTZ. 

Now tell me, since we are alone. 
Why from the Alpuiarra near 
Have you descended, and come here P 
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TVZAXi. 

Soon shaU the cause be clearly Bbown. 

▲Lcuzcrz. 

YeSy but the cause may not be known 
Until a greater cause nave I 
To repent that I followed thee. 

TUZAKf. 

And why P 

ALOVZOUZ. 

Listen and I will teU the cause : 
Lately, myiord, you know I was 
Taken a prisoner as a spy 
By a Christian soldier, now if he 
See me, he'll kiU me. 

TxrzAKf. 

That can't be. 
Since no eye could now know you 
In this di^^uise ; and so, we two 
May, without the slightest suspicion. 
Go through the camp upon our mission ; 
Christians we will seem to their view, 
Since naught betrays that we are Moors. 

ALcnzovz. 

You, because with that tongue of yours 
You speak their language, and never were 
At any time their prisoner — 
And seem a Spaniard — this secures 
To you the safety you announce, 
But I, who know not how to pronounce— 
I who know badly how to express—* 
I a captive — and unused to this dress. 
How am I my fears to renounce P 
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By jonr only Bpeakin? to me : 
Besides, a servant will not be 
Noticed by every passer-by. 

ALOVZCUZ. 

If they ask me a question ? 

TTJZAKf. 

Don't reply. 

ALCUZCTJZ. 

That will be rather a difficulty. 

TirzAirf. 
Not if you wish to avoid pursuit. 

AliOirZOlTZ. 

Mahomet alone could make me mute, 
Being from the moment of my birth 
The greatest babbler on the earth. 

TxrzAirf. 

wild, wild love's insensate finit ! 

1 doubt not, oh ! I do not doubt 
That men will say, that thou dost err, 
The fond — the vain idolater 

Of a bright sun that has gone out. 
Vainly thus to roam about, 
To try 'mid thirty thousand men 
One single soldier here to find, 
Whom 1 follow like the wind 
Swift-sweeping over mount and glen, 
"Without one mark to ^de my ken ; 
But deeper darkness clouding o'er ; 
Still what is one new wonder more. 
When we can naught but wonders see ? 
Well do I know, it scarce can be. 
That I, the yengeance that I swore. 
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Can execute till veuni go hj — 

But what will I naye done, if I 

Only attempt the possible ? — 

Still though 'tia nigh in&llible. 

The first dear trace I'ye seen in yain — 

Because to me the thing is plain — 

Whoe'er he bo— the fiend of hell — 

He can't be noble, he who could 

Haye djed his hands in woman's blood — 

It neither argues brayery, 

Nor does it proye nobility— 

Not to yiew with admiration — 

Not to feel with adoration — 

What in its yery self should be 

Woman's best guard — her loyeliness — 

O loye, in yain these signs express 

'Twas he that did that crudtj — 

Thy proofs are false, it was not he, 

It was another's yile address — 

Some traitor — monster — struck the blow ! 

ALCUZCUZ. 

Did 70U come here this fact to know ? 
Yes. 

ALOTTZCrZ. 

Then let us face about, 
For how expect to find him out — 
A man you neyer saw ? 

tvzahI. 

Although 
Not sanguine, I may find his track. 

ALCFZCUZ. 

'Tis like the letter, that some one 

Sent superscribed, ^ To my son John 

Who liyes near the court and dresses in black." 
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TirSAVf. 

Be sure address not old or young. 

AIiCITZOrZ. 

Then my thoughts I must express 
By signs, to aU I meet with r 

TUZAKf. 

Yes. 

ALOTTZOUZ. 

Tie up, O Allah ! tie my tongue ! 
JEnier some boldiebs. 

FIBST SOLDIEB. 

In this way I think the winnings 
Are divided very fairly, 
Since the man who plays for two 
Should have choice of his OT^n portion. 

SEOOITD SOLDIBB. 

Why should not the gain be equal, 
When the loss would have been so P 

THIBD SOLDIEB. 

Yes, that* seems but common justice. 

riBST SOLDIEB. 

Look now, I have got no faaicj 
To have quarrels with my comrades 
Through an interested motive. 
Find me out a man, a stranger. 
Who will say that you have reason 
On your side, and l am mute. 

SECOND SOLDIEB. 

Any one we meet will say it. 

B!o ! friend soldier. [2b Aletufouz. 
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ALotiEOirz, ande. 

Me he speaka to ! — 
And I cannot answer — Patience ! — ^ 

THISD 80LDISB. 

Will you not answer P 

ALCUZCirZ. 

Ha! ha! ha! 

VIBST SOLDIBS. 

Oh ! he is dumb : — 

AXCT7ZOX7Z, (utde. 

How well thej know it ! 

tuzakI, aside. 

He will certainly destroy me 

If I do not extncate him 

From the dilemma : braye hidalsoes, 

Pardon through your great indulgence 

This my servant— who cannot 

Understand you, from his being 

Deaf and dumb. 

jLLOUZonz, asieie, 

I am not dumb, 
But it seems on this occasion 
Must be pique, repique, and capot, 
Trick'd as it were oi eyery word. 

PIBBT SOLDIEB. 

What indeed we wished to ask him 
Is a matter that can better 
Be decided by yourself. 

TUZAKi. 

Oh ! I shall be proud to do so. 
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VIB8T 80LDI1B. 

I, in playing for ua both, 
Won a certain sum of money 
And this Cupid .... 

TiJZAsi, aside. 

Oh ! my sorrow ! 

TIBST SOLniEB. 

Formed of diamonds : — 

TUSAid, aside. 

Ah! Maleca^ 
The very jewels of thy marriage 
Are relics of thy obsequies : 
How, oh ! how shall I avenge thee — 



If from one extreme to the other, 
From the prince to the common soldier, 
Fly the proofs of thy foul murder ? 

7IBST SOLDIEB. 

Coming to divide the winnings, 
I have offered him the Cupid 
As his share of what we won — 
But he says he wants not iainketa : 
Look now, having gained the stakes, 
K I should not get a preference 
In the dividing. 

TTIZAJfff. 

"With your leave 
I may reconcile the difference. 
Having come so opportunely — 
G-iving for this gem the sum 
That you won, as you have mentioned : 
But with only this condition 
That you point me out the man 
Who first owned it — to secure me 
In my purchase. 
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BSOOVD SOLDm. 

All that's played for 
Is to-day a safe investment, — 
As it foims the booty won, 
In the sacking of Galera, 
From these dogs. 

TTTZAid, aside. 

heavens ! that I 
Thus should listen to this outrage ! 

▲iiouzouz, aside. 

Oh ! that I can neither HQ him 
Nor even answer what he says. 

TIBST BOLBIBB. 

I will show you the first owner, 
Who, as a token, told me how 
He with other jewels took it 
Prom a fair young Moorish maiden 
Whom he killed. 

TVZAJSfi, aside. 

Ah ! woe is me ! 

ITBST SOLDUB. 

Gome my friend, and you will hear it 
From himself: — 

TVZAsiy aside. 

1 shall not hear it, 
For the first word that he utters 
He beneath my dagger dies. — 

Let us go. [Aloud. 

YOICEB toithin. 
Stand back ! 

YOL. u. I 
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OTHBB YOIOBB mthtft. 

Away ! 

A SOLDIEB, within, 

I shall kill him on the instant, 
Though the whole world should defend ! 

AKOTHEB SOLDIBB, within. 

He htifi sided now against us. 

Aii^OTHBB, within. 
Then my comrade, kill him, kill ! — 

GABOiss, within. 
That you all should be opposed ? 

Mtter GhABOES and BOJjusBSfJiffhtpnff, 

TTTZANf. 

Though I am alone, what matter 

So many against one ! O soldiers, 

This is infamous ; 'tis baseness ; 

Back ! or by the heavens above me 

I will force you to retire ! [They fight. 

ALC17Z0UZ, aside. 

Matters are progressing bravely. 
Here's a row without my speaKing. 

A SOLDIEB. 

I am slain ! 
Enter dok lope de figiteboa, with a guard. 

IiOPE. 

What's this ? 

A SOLSIEB, to the others. 

He's kiUed ! 
Fly, that we may not be taken. \Exit, 
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GABOia. 

Soldier, thou hast sayed mj life, 
And the debt I shall repaj thee. 

{SxU with the rest of the soldiers. 

LOPS. 

Hold there ! soldier ! 

I obey thee. 

IiOVB. 

From the two their arms remove — 
Take his sword. 

TTJZAni , aside. 

And this, O Heaven ! — 
Let your lordship be advised [Aloud. 

That I drew it but for peace-sake, 
Since the quarrel was not mine. 

LOPB. 

All I know is, at the guard-room 
That I found you with it naked 
In your hand, beside a corse. 

TVZAiri, aside. 

Ah ! I see defence is useless : — 
Has it happened till this moment 
He who came (as I) to kUl— > 
Finds himself in greater danger 
For the saving of a life. 

IiOPB to ALCUZCUZ. 

You your sword have not surrendered, — - 
Gk)od ! you only speak by signs, 
But as well as I remember 
You had a tongue another time, — 
In the guard-house place these prisoners — 

i2 
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Keep these two securely there, 
Until I o'ertake the others. 

ALOTJZOTJZ, aside. 

Two things lately gave me trouble^ 

Silence and the quarrel ; now 

If I can tot up correctly 

One, two, three, yes, tmree there are — 

Silence, quarrel, and a prison. 

IThetf are led out. 

Enter don jomr oe atisteia. 

DON JOHN. 

What has now occurred, Don Lope ? 

LOPE. 

There has been, my lord, a quarrel. 
And a soldier has been slain. 

DON JOHN. 

If we did not sometimes punish 
Matters of this kind, eacn day 
Would produce a thousand murders. 
But we must, with discipline 
Temper mercy. 

Enter don jtjan mebdoza. 
MENDOZA, kneelvng. 

At your Highness' 
Feet I kneel. 

DON JOHN. 

What news, Mendoza — 
How replies Abenhumeya ? 

HENDOZA. 

A peaceful trumpet loud I blew 
As I reached the walls of Berja — 
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And a silent snow-white banner 

Quicklj answered to the trumpet, 

Then securely I passed onward 

To the canopy, or rather 

Heaven of proud Abenhumeya, 

Since beside him there was seated 

Dofia Isabel his queen — 

She whose name is now Lidorar- 

(Love ! how rainlj you awaken 

Slumbering seeds of former fires !) 

They as is the Moorish custom 

Led me to a cushioned hassock, 

Giving as ambassador, 

Unto me the same precedence 

That to monarchs doth belong, 

I mv embassy then opened, 

And the tidings scarce were heard. 

That you gave a general pardon. 

When through aU the streets and plazas 

Eestal joy and gladness ran — 

But the proud Abenhumeya, 

Son of valour and of pride, 

Burning with his ra^e at seeing 

How at promise of the pardon 

Thus the fickle people changed, 

Gtive to me this haushty answer : — 

And although the realm is small, 

Soon will Spain, a larger empire. 

Lay submissive at my feet — 

If you do not wish to see him 

Lying dead, go tell Don John 

To retire with all his forces, 

And if any base Morisco 

Wishes for this anmesty, 

Take the wretched recreant with thee — 

Let him aid in Philip's war 

Against his kinsmen— we shall only 
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Have a foe the more to conquer : 

With this answer he dismissed me, 

And I left the Alpujarra 

Arming now in hos^e bands, 

Some of them ''Spain!" ''Spain!" proclaiming, 

Some proclaiming " AMca — 

So that now a greater ruin — 

Now a greater gulf for them 

Opens wide — since feuds intestine 

Bage unchecked within their gates. 

DON JOHir. 

Never doth a rebel king 

Hold his power with long duration, 

Or increase ; because even those 

Who at first came flocking round him, 

Are, at last, the first to leave him 

Bathed perchance in his own blood : 

In this state is the Alpujarra ; 

So, before these human vipers 

Bite, with poisoned teeth, each other, 

Let us move the camp to Berja ; 

Let us rather conquer them 

Ere they've time themselves to conquer — 

That they may not share the glory 

Which must solely be our own. [Ecsetmt. 
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SCENE y. — THX nrrsBiOB of thb guabb- 

HOUBB. 

Miier bok altabo TUZAid and alcvzcuz, mth 
their kanda tied behind their haeke. 

ALCTIZOTJZ. 

The first moment now that we 
Are alone, and I can speak 
A word or two, I wish to seek, 
Sefior Tusani, firom thee, 
Why from the Alpujarra hill 
Game we here, both you and I, — 
Was it to kill, or was it to die P 

TUZAKf. 

To die, but not before I kill. 

ALCTTZCTTZ. 

You ought to keep at a civil distance 
When people quarrel and loosely aim. 

TUZAirf. 

Sjiowing I was not to blame, 

1 did offer no resistance ; 

If this heart, so yielding then, 

Wished it, nothing could restrain me— 

A thousand men would not detain me. 

AL0T7Z0UZ. 

Pd trust it to the thousand men. ^ 

TTTZAKf. 

Shall I miss then that inhuman 
Monster — shall he 'scape mine eye 
Who could boadt he gamed a prize 
By the murder of a woman P 
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ALOUEOVZ. 

That in my mind is a lesser 

Evil, than be made confess : 

For they have ordored this — ^no less — 

What will we do with a confessor, 

Being no Christians, I or you ? 

TrzANf. 

Now that eyeiy hope is lost, 
My life a fearful sum will cost. 

ixctjzcrz. 
Why now, what do you mean to do ? 

TXIZAJrf. 

To kill the sentinel on the spot. 

AIiOUZCVZ. 

With what hands ? 

I will not lack 
Your teeths' sure help behind my back, 
To untie this cord's strong knot— 
I have my dagger, which concealed 
Lies in the girdle round my waist — 
And which the tunic round it placed 
Prevented being then revealed. 

ALOUZOirZ. 

Teeth and behind ! — ^well, well, the affair 
Is not the nicest — ^good, my lord. 

tuzaitL 
Quickly break or loose the cord. 

ALOUZCTJZ. 

So I am doing. 
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Hare no care. 
No one sball see you. 

[axouzotte. untiet the cord. 

iXCUZCUZ. 

It has wrung 
My teeth out — ^now my turn. 

TUZAKf. 

'Tb Tain 
Now to attempt it. 

ALorzouz. 

I remain 
Tied up at once both hands and tongue. 

JEfUer {he ssirTiznBL, and aiJioxs, in ehaine. 

Your comrade, who you say, did come 
So opportunely to your aid 
So bravely with his fearless blade, 
And his servant who is dumb^ 
Are both here. 

GABOXS. 

Though I regret 
To be arrested for this feud — 
Such a crowd my steps pursued. 
Still if it permits the debt 
Of e;ratitude to be repaid 
To nim, to whom my life I owe — 
I shall rejoice that it is so, — 
And turn the evil to his aid — 
Gfo to Don Juan, go from me, 
And to my lord itfondoza say, 
How I a prisoner in this way 
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Ask as a gracious boon that lie 
Should come to see me in this place, 
Since from Don John I wish that he 
Would ask my life, my liberty, 
For what I've done to serve ms Grace. 

SElfTTINSL. 

I wiU tell him what you have said 
When off duty by-and-by. 

TVZAJSd to AL0UZ0T7Z. 

You can look round carelessly 
And see what stranger now is led 
Into the prison. 

ALOTJZOirz. 

I will look : 
G-ood Heavens : [^Eecognises gabcss. 

TirzAirf. 
How now ? 



ALOVZOTTZ. 

That I were dumb 
Or dead, for he who now has come... . 



Proceed. 



Speak on. 



TUZAld. 
ALOVZCUZ. 

The blood my cheek forsook. 

TUZAlrf. 



ALOUZOirZ. 

I cannot live, through fear. 
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Explain. 

ALOUZCUZ. 

Mv captor is — ^the man 
"With whose food away I ran ; 
Doubtless he has heard I'm here. 
And has followed to this place ; 
Whether yes, or whether no, 
I shall hide myself, that so 
He may not behold my face. 

[^He covers hia head and lies dovon as if to 
sleep, 

eABGES. 

Since indeed, although a stranger 

Never serving; thee in aught — 

Thou hast still beside me fought, 

And snatched me from the midst of danger — 

Soon I hope (let this elate thee) 

1^ my aid to liberate thee — 

^Ti& my only consolation. 

TTJZAKf. 

God preserve thee ! 

ALCtJZCTJZ, aside. 

Ah! I see 
'Tis for the riot he is here, 
liike ourselves a prisoner — 
Perchance he did not notice me 
In the heat of the fight. 

eABCES. 

In fine, 
Do not thou, Hidalgo, mind 
Bein^ here a while confined ; 
For die &ult being only mine, 
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Sooner than their hands shall touch 
A hair of thine, my life shall pay 
The debt I hare incurred to-day. 

ttjzanI. 

Indeed I did expect as much ; 
But know, I do not waste a thought 
Upon my being prisoned here, 
I grieve, because I've lost, I fear 
The only object that I sought. 

SEKTHTEL. 

Do not fear you both shall die — 
For I've heard old people tell — 
As yourselves know just as well — 
When a man, by chance, comes by , 
His death, if it be perpetrated 
By several persons, and 'tis found 
That he received but a single wound. 
Which was not premeditated, 
For the offence but one doth pay — 
Namely the man in such a case 
Who has the most forbidding face. 

.AXOUZCTJZ, aside. 
May he be burnt who so doth say ! 

BElJTTnnSL. 

And BO I think of all you three, 

It is the dumb man that must i^& :— r \Exit. 

ALOirzotTZ, aside. 

Truly obliged indeed am I, 
Just as if my £Eu;e must be 
The ugliest : — 

GABCES. 

I cannot rest 
Until from out this place I draw 
You forth to freedom. 
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AJ^vzovZy aside. 

Ib it Iftw 
To put to death the ugliest P 

OABOBB. 

May I at least the name repeat 
Of nim who saved my life f 

TlSZAJXi. 

Oh! I . 

Am but a soldier, come to tiy 
And find a man I seek to meet. 

GABCXS. 

Your friendly courage well deserves 
That I should tell you where to go — 
What is his name r 

TVZAirl. 

I do not know. 

GABCBS. 

What is the corps with which he serves P 

TUZAlrf. 

I do not know it. 

GABOES. 

His appearance P 

TVZAJSA, 

I do not know« 

GABOES. 

To find him, then. 
Among so many thousand men, 
Methinks will need some perseverance. 

TVZAJSi. 

And yet, an hour ago, without 
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My knowing either form, or name, 
Or the corps with which he came, 
I had abnost found him out. 

GABCBS. 

These enigmas are too great 
For me to guess : but be not sad, 
For his Highness will be glad 
To serve and aid you, when I state 
The service that to me you rendered ; 
He owes me much, since, but for me 
It ne'er had been his lot to see 
Galera's bastioned walls surrendered. 
This search between us we'll divide, 
For, forced by gratitude's strong power, 
In good and evil, from this hour 
My chosen place is at thy side. 

TUZAlrf. 

And were you then, indeed, the first 
"Within Qalera's walls to go ? 

GABCES. 

Ah ! would to Qt>d it were not so ! 

TUZAirf. 

Why does the memory seem accurst ? 

GABCES. 

Because from that unlucky hour 
That first I placed my foot therein, 
I know not for what deadly sin. 
Misfortune, vnth malignant power. 
Or Fate, or some stem star malign, 
Or Eetribution's wrath, has shed 
Its baneful influence o'er my head. 
And all goes wrong with me and miae. 
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TUZAlrf. 

Why art thou thus so much dismajed P 

GABCIB. 

I know not, if 'twas not that day 
On which it was mj fate to shty 
A joting and beauteous Moorish maid. 
Indeed, just Heaven can do no less 
Than strike me for a deed so base. 
For heaven was copied in her fiice. 

TVZAjrl. 

Was she so beautiful ? 



GABCXS. 



TITZAJrf. 



Oh, yes. 



Alas ! unhappy spouse ! But say, [Aside. 
How did this chance ? 

OABCSS. 

'Twas in this way : 
On a certain day being stationed 
Sentinel within a forest, 
'Neath the thick o'erhangins branches 
Which difiused the gloom of midnight 
Down along the sloping mountains. 
There I seized a Moorish prisoner. 
It were tedious te discover 
How he managed te deceive me ; 
'Tis enough te say, he led me 
Far away 'mid precipices, 
Where his shouts soon called tegether 
All the troops of Alpujarra. 
Flyine^, then, I sought for shelter 
In a deep and darksome grotto, 
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Where the fatal mine was opened 
Through the hollow rock soon after — 
Dreadnil monster, which conceiveth 
So much fire within its entrails ! 
It was I who first revealed it 
To my lord, Don John of Austria ; 
It was I who, through the night-time, 
Guarded it from all surprises ; 
It was I who held the entrance 
Till my comrades took possession ; 
It was I, in fine, who entered 
First amid the flaming city, 
Like a human salamander. 
Till, at length, I reached, by passing 
Globes of fire, a strong-built mansion. 
Which was, without doubt, the fortress 
Of the place, for there the people 
Were assembled in great numbers. — 
But, perchance, you have grown weary 
Of my story, 'twill fatigue you 
To pay any more attention. 

TUZAlirf. 

Pray excuse me, I was thinking 
Of my own afiairs — continue. 

GABOlfiS. 

In effect, I hujrried onward, 

Full of anger, full of fury. 

Till I reached the house of Malec, 

(It the cause of all my anguish.) 

'Twas the time that round the palace. 

Or the mansion, or the fortress, 

Don Lope de Kgueroa — 

Light and honour of his country — 

Had drawn up his valiant forces, 

And the flames were bursting redly 

From the walls, aud the Alcaide 
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Was no more. And I, who eyer 
Seek for prizes as for plaudits — 
Thougb, indeed, rewanls and honours 
Seldom can be found together — 
Daringly ambitious, onward 
Through the halls and rooms I wandered, 
Till I reached a little chamber, 
Last retreat of the most lovelj 
Moorish maid my eyes e'er gazed on. 
Ah ! my words were Tain to paint her, 
Were it even the time for pamting ! 
Startled — ^frightened — sorely troubled, 
When she saw me, she concealed her 
Down behind her bed's white curtains, 
As if they, indeed, that moment 
Were the curtain of a rampart. — 
But what mean these tears that trickle 
Down your face so pale and haggard P 

They, indeed, are but mementos 
Of a similar misfortune. 

OABGES. 

Do not heed the lost occasion. 
Him you wish to find, believe me, 
You will meet without your seeking. 

You speak truly. Pray continue. 

GABCES. 

I pursued her ; she was covered 
With so many sparkHng jewels, 
With a dress so rich and splendid, 
That she seemed a bride expecting 
Her beloved — ^not a victim 
Waiting for the coming death-stroke. 

VOL. n. K 
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I, beholding bo much beauty, 
Wished to saye ber life, proyided 
Sbe would giye ber beart as ransoiiL 
Scarcely bad I dared to touch her 
Snow-white hand, when thus she prayed me : 
'' ChriBtian, if you are desirous 
More of plunder than of glory — 
Since a woman's blood doth eyer 
Stain the sword, man's blood doth brighten — 
Let your thirst be satiated 
By these jewels that I carry ; 
Leaye untouched my &ith, my honour; 
Touch not this poor breast that carries 
Many mysteries within it. 
Which itself doth comprehend not." 
In my arms I seized 

TirzAirf. 

Oh! torture! 
Pause a moment ! — stay ! — detain thee ! — 
But what words are these P My fancy 
Makes me use these exclamations. 
Pray continue your narration, 
Though to me tis not of moment — 
Ah ! I feel even more his daring \_Ande. 

Thus to touch her, than to kiU her ! 

GhABOES. 

Piercing cries aloud she uttered 
In defence of life and honour. 
I being now aware that others 
Were approaching the apartment, 
And that one of two rich conquests 
Which I sought, must be abandoned, 
Pearing that they both should fail me, 
Or that one should be divided 
With the soldiers who might enter. 
Changing, in a little moment, 
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Thus mj lore to quicker yenjieance 
(Easily doth paamon change m>m 
One extreme unto another), 
Hurried by some unknown fury, 
Frenzied by some sudden madness, 
Which impelled my arm — (I know not 
How to tell so base an action) — 
I, removing first a necklace 
Made of pearls, and many a diamond — 
Leaving after them a heaven 
All of purest snow, rose-tinted — 
Plunged my sword within her bosom. 

TVZAJSii. 

Was the stroke like this ? assassin ! — 

[Draws out his dagger and stahs him. 

GABOES. 

Oh! heavens! 

ALOTTZCUZ. 

Well done ! 
tvzanI 
Thou traitor, die ! 

GABCES. 

Is it by your hand I perish ? 

tuzafI. 

Yes, for this poor murdered beauty, 
This sweet rose whose leaves are scattered, 
Soul of my Ufe was she when Hvine:, 
Life of m^ soul iBBhe this momenf; 
You are he whom I was seeking I 
This the cause that drew me thither — 
To revenge her outraged beauty ! 

k2 
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Ah ! without my arms to strike me, 
And with treachery ! 

TVZXSi. 

Vengeance never 
Stoppeth for such calculations, — 
'Tis ner husband, Don Alvaro 
Tuzani, whose hand has slain thee. 

ALCUZOUZ. 

And *tis I, thou dog of a Christian, 
Alcuzcuz, who in the mountains 
Carried off thy saddle bags. 

GABCES. 

Since it was thy fate to give me 

Death, why first have given me life ? 

Ho ! within there, guard ! O heavens ! [^Dies. 

DON jtrAN MEyDOZA, within. 

What can mean these cries ? Quick, open 
Bolt and bar — 'tis Garces caUeth, 
Whom I hither come to seek : — 

Enter DOis^ juai^ mekdoza and soldiebb. 

MENDOZA. 

What means this ? 

TTJZANf , snatching a sword from one of the 
soldiers. 

This sword surrender : — 
Senor Don Juan de Mendoza, 
If my daring thus appals thee. 
Know that I am Tuzani, 
The thunderbolt of the Alpujarra, 
Who has hither come to avenge him 
Por the death of a peerless beauty, 
Since he knows not how to love 
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Who, the loy'd one, can avenge not : — 
In another cell I sought you, 
Where we measured equal arms, 
Pace to flEice, and body to body. 
If you seek me here in turn, 
You should haye approached this prison 
Singly, for being wno you are, 
You alone had been sufficient ; 
If by chance you have come hither, 
(Noble minds are oyer prompt 
Nobly to prevent misfortunes) 
Gfrant me a free exit hence. 

MElfTDOZA. 

Tuzani, I would be happy 

That in such a strange conjuncture, 

If with honour, I could give 

Thee protection, in thy going : — 

But you see that that were failing 

In my duty to the king, 

And that auty bids me slay thee 

When thou'rt in his army found. 

TTJZAlrf. 

'Tis to me of little moment 
That you ope the door or no. 
Since my sword a way will open. 

\_IIe attacks the soldiers. 

A SOLBIEB. 

Oh ! I'm slain ! 

ANOTHIBB BOLBIEB. 

He is a fury 
Loosened from the abyss of hell. 

TUZANf. 

Now you will see, if I am truly 
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Tuzani, whom Fame hereafter 
Will amid his other triumphs 
Call the Avenger of his Love. 

HEITDOZA. 

Die before jour Tengeance cometh. 

ALCUZorz, aside. 

Is it not the ugliest, 

That the law declares must die first ? 

JEnter dok jomtst of aitstbia, dok lops be 
FiGirsBOA, and soldiebs. 

LOPE. 

What occasions all this outcry ? 

DOIT JOHK. 

Don Juan, what is this P 

MEKDOZA. 

My lord, 
It is a singular occurrence : 
A Moor has hither come alone 
Down from the heights of Alpujarra 
To kill a man who killed his mistress 
In the storming of Gulera, 
And he has stabbed him to the heart. 

LOPE. 

Did he kill your mistress ? 

TUZAirf. 

Yes:— 

LOPE. 

Tou did well : — mj lord, give orders 
For his freedom ; his offence 
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Galls more strongly for approval 
Than for punishment ; yourself 
Would so act to him who'd outrage 
The lady that you love, or you 
Were not then Don John of Austria. 

MumozA. 

Bemember this is Tuzani, 

And that it is of great importance 

To secure him. 

nOV JOHK. 

Yield thee prisoner. 

TUZASi. 

Though thy valour doth command it^ 

I, my lord, cannot obey. 

But on thy account, shall only 

GK) when I designed to strike. [Uait. 

nOK JOHF. 

Follow, soldiers ! all pursue him ! 

[Theif enter folloufinff TUZAiri. 
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SCEKB VL — BEEOBE THE WALLS OF BBBJA. 



JSkUer DOKA ISABEL (ijdora), and MooTtsh soldiers 

on the walls, 

LIDOBA. 

With this white flag make a signal 
To the approaching Christian camp. 

Enter doit alvabo TUZAirf . 

Between angry pikes and halberds 

Have I forced my way, until 

I have reached the foot of the mountain. 

A voice within. 

Ere he gets within the outworks 
Strike mm with a musket-ball. 

Enter soldiers pursuing him. 

TTIZAWf. 

You are far too few ; surround me ! 

A SOLDIEB. 

To the entrenchment ! 

LIDOBA. 

Tuzani, 
My lord, my brother, stay ! 

TUZAWf. 

Lidora, 
AH these soldiers, arm'd and breathless, 
Follow me. 
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LIBOSA. 

Thou need'st not fear them. 

DOK JOHK OP AI78TBUL, mthin» 

Tree by tree, and bough by bough, 
Waste the country till you find hun. 

JEnter DOir ;roHK op axtbtbia, Soldieri, and 

ALCtrzcirz. 

unoBA. 

G-enerouB Don John of Austria, 
Son of that renowned eagle 
Who, the sun sees face to £&ce — 
For this mountain so rebellious — 
So opposed to your desire — 
Now a woman, if thou'lt hear her, 
Comes a suppliant to thy feet. 
I am Do£La Isabel 
Tuzani, by force detained here 
Like a Mioor in outward seeming 
But a Catholic in my heart ; — 
Widow of Abenhumeya — 
Whose unhappy death has crimsoned 
By their arms his regal crown — 
For the Moors upon the tidings 
Of the amnesty jou offered. 
Wished to gain it, (since the crowd, 
Ever fickle and inconstant — 
What they wish for most to-day 
Will abandon on the morrow) — 
Seeing that Abenhumeya 
Wished to shame their cowardice. 
His own body-guard one day 
Entering the royal chamber, 
Even where the throne was placed. 
And the door being curtained over. 
They addressed the monarch, saying, — 
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Yield thee to the King of Spain : — 

I to yield ! he said in answer, 

And his sword would then have drawn, 

But a soldier struck him swifUy 

On the head with a partisan — 

That illustrious head, whose fortunes 

Seemed as if co-equal emblems 

Both of honour and dishonour : — 

He fell dead, and with him fell 

All those hopes that hung suspended 

On his life : the doubtful issue 

Making Spain to tremble more 

At the long-impending eyil 

Than if it occurred ; — the people 

All took up the cry and shouted. 

Live the sacred Austrian name ! — 

If, my lord, to see the Moorish 

Diadem of fidr Ghranada 

Pallen &om the royal forehead 

Of the brave Abeimumeya 

Merits favour, let it be 

That you grant free grace and pardon 

To the noble Tuzani ; — 

At thy gracious feet, thus kneeling 

I feel prouder as thy servant 

Than when here I reigned a queen. 

DDK JOHir. 

Ah ! too small a boon you ask me ; 
Beauteous Isabel, arise 1 — 
Live, brave Tuzani : and ever 
Let thy story — ^the most strange 
Deed that love has ever acted 
In the world's admiring sight— 
Let it ever live engraven 
Deep in memory's lasting bronze. 

TirzAirt. 
I kiss thy feet. 
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ALCUZCUE. 

Am I too pardon'd P 

DOIT JOHK. 



Yes. 



TUZAirf. 

And thus is ended now 
'' Love that liyeth after Death *' 
And the Siege of the Alpujarra. 
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PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 



1^ 



INTRODUCTION 



TO 



THE PURGATORY OP SAINT PATRICK. 



Thx iminediate Bource fi*om which Calderon drew 
the materials of this drama, which has been very 
much admired both in Spain and Germany for its 
wild poetical beauty and occasional solemnity of 
thought, appears to be as follows : — 

In the year 1627, Juan Perez de Montalyan, 
a Spanish writer of considerable repute, the bio- 
grapher of Lope de Yega, and as a dramatist per- 
haps his most successful imitator, published at 
Madrid a small octavo volume, on the Life and Pur- 
gatory of Saint Patrick (Vida y JPwrgatorio de 8. 
Patricio)y which must have been well received, as 
it was republished in the same city in 1655. Before 
this second edition appeared, it had been trans- 
lated into French imder the following title : " His- 
toire de la Vie et du Purgatoire de S. Patrice, 
Archvesque et Primat d'Hybemie, mise en Eran- 
9ois par le B. P. Francois Bouillon, de Tordre de 
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S. Prancois, et Bachelier en Theologie." This 
volume was published at Troyes, but the title-page 
bears no date. As, however, at the end of the 
" Avis au Lecteur" there is the usual " Approba- 
tion*' of two Doctors in Theology, certifying that 
they had read the work, and that it contained 
nothing contrary to faith and good morals, which 
was given at Paris on the 7th December, 1642, 
the Life, in all probability, was published at the 
beginning of the following year.* It was translated 
into the Portuguese language by the Bev. Pather 
Manuel Caldeira, and the Lisbon edition of 1738, 
which I have seen, agrees substantially with the 
French version of Bouillon. 

In 1627, when Montalvan first published his 
Life and Purgatory of Saint Patrick, Calderon. 
was in his 27th year, and was probably serving 
with the army in Planders ; he was in the Milanese 
in 1625, whence, we were told, he subsequently 
went to Planders. As M Fwrgatorio de Sim 
Fatricio forms the first of the six dramas of Calde- 
ron which were collected into a volume, the per- 
mission to publish which was signed on the 23rd 
of November, 1635,t it would appear that the wild 

* Mr. Wright, in his " Essay on St. Patrick's Purgatory" 
(London, 1844), is in error in supposing that Bouillon's 
"Vie de S. Patrice" was not puhlished until 1701. The 
copy alluded to above is in the Library of the Boyal Dublin 
Society, and bears the date (1642) which I have mentioned. 

t See the " CaUdogo Cronologico de las Comedias de Don 
Pedro Calderon de la Barcaj'* by Don Juan Eugenio Hart- 
zenbusch, appended to his edition of Calderon. — Madrid, 
1848-60. Tom. iv. p. 671. 
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romance which MontaLvan had incorporated with 
the ancient legend of Saint Patrick's Porgatory, 
took immediate possession of his mind, and was 
one of the earliest on which Calderon exercised 
his dramatic genius after his return to Spain. The 
volume aboYC alluded to, containing six of Calde- 
ron's dramas, the first of which is, as I have said, 
JSl Purgatorio de San Fatricio^ and the last El 
Principe Oonttante^ I have more particularly men- 
tioned in mj notes to ''The Constant Prince," at 
the end of the first volume of this translation. 

" The curious histoiy of Ludovico Enio^ on which 
the principal interest of the play depends, has been 
alluded to, and given more or less fully by many 
ancient authors. The name, though slightly altered 
by the difierent persons who have mentioned him, 
can easily be recognised as the same in all, whether 
as Owen, Oien, Owain, Eogan, Euenius, or Ennius. 
Perhaps the earliest allusion to him in any printed 
English work is that contained in "Banulph 
Higden's Polychronicon," published at Westmins- 
ter, by Wynkin de "Worde, in 1495: "In this 
Steven's tyme, a knyght that hyght Owen wente 
in to the Purgatory of the second Patrick, abbot, 
and not byshoppe. He came agayne and dwelled in 
the abbaye of Ludene of Whyte Monks in Irlonde, 
and tolde of joye and of paynes that he had seen." 
The history of JEnio had, however, existed in 
MS. for nearly three centuries and a half before 
the Polychronicon was printed ; it had been written 
by Henry, the monk of Salterey in Huntingdonshire, 
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firoin the account which he had receiyed firom Qilberfc, 
a Cistercian monk of the Abbey of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary of Luden, or Louth, above mentioned 
(Colgan Trias Thaumatur^a, p. 281. Ware's 
Annals of Ireland^ a.i). 1497). Colgan, after col- 
lating this MS. with two others on the same sub- 
ject which he had seen, printed it nearly in Aill in 
his IVuw, which was published at Louvain, a.d.1647, 
where with the notes it fills from the 273rd to the 
281st page. Matthew Paris had, however, before 
this, in his History of England, under the date 
1158, given a full account of the adventures of 
Oenus in the Purgatory, and in the few places that 
I have compared his account with that given in 
Colgan, I find both generally agreeing in substance, 
though not in words. In the folio edition of 
Mathew Paris, London, 1604, the history of Oenus 
begins at the 72nd and ends at the 77th page. In 
Montalvan's life of St. Patrick, as translated by 
Bouillon, the adventures of Ennius (as he is called) 
are given much more fully than either in Matthew 
Paris or Colgan. In their versions of the story the 
early life of Ennius, previous to his undertaking to 
enter the Purgatory, is passed over with a few 
general remarks as to its extreme wickedness'— 
while they give in great detail all that he saw and 
heard therein. Matthew Paris, for instance, opens 
the story of Ennius in these words : "Miles quijlam 
Oenus nomine, qui multis annis sub Bege StepJumo 
militaverat — ^licentia a Bege impetrata, profectus 
est in Hybemiam ad natale solum, ut parentes visi- 
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taret. Qui cum aliquandiu in regione ilia demo- 
ratuB fiiisset coepit ad mentem reducere yitam suam 
adeo flagitiosam : Quod ab ipsis cunabulis, incen- 
diis semper yacaverat et rapinis, et quod magia 
dolebat, se ecclesiarum fuisse yiolatorem et rerum 
eodesiaaticarum inyasorem pneter multa enormia 
qu» intrinsecus latebant peccata," &c, — Mat, Far., 
p. 72. In Heniy of Salterej's account, as giyen 
by Colgan, this portion of Miio^i life is despatched 
eyen with more succinctness, but in BouUlon's Vie 
de S. Patrice all his early crimes are detailed nearly 
in the order and almost in the yery words that 
Calderon has used. Sir Walter Scott mentions, in 
his Border Minstrelsy, that there is a curious MS. 
Metrical Bonumce, in the Adyocates' Library of 
Edinburgh, called, *' The Legend of Sir Owain," 
relating his adyentures in St. Patrick's Purgatory ; 
he giyes some stanzas from it, descriptiye of the 
knight's passage of " The Brig O'Dread ;" which, 
in the legend, is placed between Purgatory and 
Paradise. This poem is supposed to haye been writ- 
ten early in the fourteenth century. It was printed 
for priyate distribution in Edinburgh, in 1837, but 
from its extreme scarcity, there haying been but 
thirty-two copies struck off, I haye been unable to 
see it. A cognate work, howeyer, " The Visions 
of Tundale" (Edinburgh, 1843), published by the 
same gentleman who edited the former work, 
though rare, is more accessible. 
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PEBSONS EEPEESENTED. 



EGERIO, King of Ireland. 

PATRICK. 

LUDOVICO ENIO. 

A good Angel, 

A had Angel. 

PHILIP. 

LAOGHAIRE. 

A Captain. 

POLONIA, \ 

> Daughters to the King. 
LESBIA, j 

Two Canons Regular. 

PAUL, a Rustic, 

LUCY, his Wife. 

An old CourUryrnan. 

Two Peasants. 

A Figure, disguised in a Cloak 

SCENE— IRELAND. 



THS 

PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK, 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 



A WILD SSA-OOABT WITH OVBBHANaiNO CLIFFS. 



JEnter sure xoxbio, clad in skins, raging viohntly, 
LAO&HAiBX, POLOiriA, LXSBiA, and the CAPTAnr 
endeavouring to restrain him, 

KLSQ, 

Let me cast mj life away ! 

LAOaHAIUB. 

My lord, detain thee ! 

CAPTAIN. 

Listen! 

LEBBIA. 

Look! 

POLOinA. 

O stay ! 
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Let me from this point that shines afar, 
Upraised in Heaven, which with one brightest star 
Its ragged brow is crowning, 
Down, where the rocks above the waves are frowning, 
There 'mid the wild salt billows let me lie, 
And as I raging live, so raging die. 

ItESBIA. 

To the sea — what madness press'd thee P 

POIiOKEA. 

In thy sleep, my lord, what fear possessed thee P 

KINO. 

Every torment that doth dwell 

For ever, with the thirsty fiends of hell. 

Children of that monstrous mother. 

Which, from out seven scaly necks, doth smother 

The fourth sphere of death, 

Clouding it o er with pestilential breath ; 

All its horror, all its wild imrest. 

Were locked within mv breast — 

So that against myself I wage unnatural strife, 

Por terror is the master of my life. 

And such the torment of its dread alarms, 

I lie a living corse in slumber's arms. 

And all the dreams that round me wait. 

Are but the pallid messengers of fate. 

POLOKIA. 

What so much provoked thee in thy dream P 

KINO. 

Ah ! my daughters, listen : there did seem 
Prom out the lips of a most lovely youth 
(And though a miserable slave in sooth. 
My hand against his life I durst not raise. 
Being then compelled to spare, as now to praise,) 
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Well, from the lips of this poor sUve there came 

A gentle flame, 

Which with a mild and lambent lustre blew, 

And when it touched je two, 

Within the living fire I saw ye burned, 

But, though I was between ye, me it spumed ; 

And when to stay its rage I sought. 

The fire would touch or wound me not, 

So that fix>m that dream's abysm. 

From that paroxysm, 

From that lethai^ of death I broke. 

And in blind despair awoke. 

And my terror still is such 

That flying, at each step I seemed to touch 

Once more that dreadful fire. 

But now I also bum, as ye expire !* 

LESBIA. 

These are phantoms light and vain, 
Mere chimeras of the brain, 

* Egerio's Dream, as giyen by Galderon, agrees substan- 
tially with Jooelin's description, and differs only in one slight 
partioalar (the number of the flames) from that in Bouillon's 
Vie de St. Pairice, In the latter, the name of the Irish 
prince to whom Patrick was sold is not given ; in Jooelln he 
18 called Mileho : Calderon was either ignorant of this, and 
gave the king a name that was purely imaginary, or, con- 
sidering it less musical than he would wish, gave him the more 
hannonious one of jEJ/erio. The following is Jocelin's version : 
" And MUeho beheld a vision in the night : and behold 
Patrick entered his palace as all on fire, and the flames, 
issuing from his mouth, and from his nose, and from his eves, 
and frt>m his ears, seemed to bum him ; but Mileho repelled 
from himself the flaming hair of the boy, nor did it prevail 
to touch him any nearer ; but the flame, being spread, 
turned aside to the right, and catching on his two little 
daughters, who were lying in one bed, burned them even to 
ashes : then the South- wind blowing strongly dispersed their 
ashes over many parts of Ireland." — Pp. 17, 18. Joodin*» 
Life cfSt. Pat/ruik, tramOated by Swift, (Dublin, 1804.) 
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Coming through the gate of dreams, 

When the bodj lieth numb — [A trumpet nounds. 

But what trumpet*8 this P 

CAPTAIN. 

It seems 
Vessels to our port have come. 

POLONIA. 

Let me go, my lord^ since thou 

Knowest how my heart doth leap and bound 

When I hear a trumpet's sound, 

And a flush comes deepening o'er my brow, 

And my whole frame doth rejoice, » 

As at a siren's voice ; 

Since inclined to arms and warlike deeds. 

Music's martial clangour stir^ my soul, 

So that I cannot control 

My emotion ; may the fame 

Soon be mine, that ever valour breeds 

When my wafted name shall run 

To the ever-glorious sun, 

Sailing on a thousand waves of flame ; 

Or, on swift wings o'er the azure air, 

Rivalling the goddess Pallas there ! — 

'Twas but to know, I this excuse contrived, [^Aside. 

If this is Philip's ship that has arrived. \JEiciL 

LAOOHAIBB. 

Come, my lord, descend with me 
To the white fringe of the rolling sea. 
Which doth humbly bow its curled head 
To this mountain, lone and dread ; 
Which, because it proudly braves 
The sea and storm must ever dwell 
In a lone and sandy cell. 
Guarded round by crystal waves. 
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OAPTAIV. 

Come, and all your cares forget, 
At this snowy monster's sights- 
Like a sapphire mirror set 
In a rich frame, silver white. 

KING. 

Nothing now can bring relief, 
Nothing now can wean me from my grief, 
Or expel that ever-torturing raest. 
From out the burning Etna of my breast. 

LESBIA. 

Is there any earthly sight more fair- 
Can the world this miracle surpass — 
Than to see a vessel softly clidme^. 
Like a plough the azure field dividing, 
Or go breaking through the crystal glass, 
With the light breeze for its willing slave, 
Like a bird upon the rippling wave, 
Or a fish within the yielding air P 
Favourite of sea and sky, 
It through the winds doth swim, and o'er the 

waves doth fly. 
But that sight were dreadful now. 
Full of terror and affright. 
For the sea is altered quite ; 
And the mountain billows roar, 
And the ocean's lordly brow, 
Is all deeply wrinkled o'er ! — 
Neptune from his rest awaking. 
And his dreadful trident shaking. 
And his angry yisage baring, 
Tneth now the sailors' daring. 
Now the storm begins to rise. 
Howling roimd the starry dome ; 
All is altered in a trice. 
Pyramids of shining ice, 
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Snowy palaces of foam, 

All are dashed against the skies* 

K)L0iriA, entering, 

POLOKIA. 

AlasI alas! 

Kiyo. 

Polonia, speak« 

POLOiriA. 

This fickle Babylon that tries 

In its thirsty rage to seek 

Even the dark and distant skies, 

Hides in its remorseless womb 

Myriads who for ever rest, 

Each within his coral tomb. 

Deep below the troubled wave, 

In a shining silver cave : 

Now the God by rage possess d, 

Has loosed the winds and let them fly, 

Eaging over sea and sky; 

Bushing o'er the waters dark. 

They have struck the wretched bark — 

She whose trumpet late did sound 

Like a swan's funereal note — 

I, who then a pathway found 

Up that steep stupendous diff. 

Which upon the snore remote, 

Pirst receives the orient ray. 

There I saw a mighty ship 

Tossing like a summer skm 

On the waters cast away, 

As the masts did rise and dip. 

Saw I Philip's banners wave 

O'er the sinking vessel's grave ; 

Then I added more and more, 

To the waves and tempest's roar. 
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By the gushing tean and sighs 
Bursting from mj lips and eyes ! — 

Immortal rulers of the sky 
Why BO much my patience tiy 
With such threatened ills as these ? 
Do you wish that I should seize 
On the sceptre and the crown 
Of thy conquered kingdom ? Lo ! 
Thither shall I surely rise, 
And with vengeful mmd tear down 
The azure palace of the skies ! 
Being a second Nimrod. So 
That the world by me, perchance, 
Ma^ escape its threatened doom. 
Vamly may the billows roll, 
Vainly may the thunders boom, 
Vainly may the lightning's glance, 
They shall never shake my soul ! 

FATBICK, toithin. 
Ah! me. 

liAOGHAIBE. 

Some mournful voice ; 

-KlSGt. 

Who can it be ? 

OAPTATir. 

Struggling through the cruel sea, 
One strong swimmer seeks to save 
His life from out the stormy wave. 

LESBIA. 

And his arms I see him stretch 
To another sinking wretch, 
Even in the jaws of death. 
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POLOmA. 

Stranger, wboso'er thou art, 
Whom the furious tempest's breath. 
Or a cruel fate, hath sent 
To this lone and distant part, 
Hither let thy course be bent, 
If thou canst mj accents hear, 
May they o*er the waters be 
A vocal polar-star for thee ! 

Snter patbiok and Limoyioo, dripping with wetj 
tmd clingmg to one another ; as they enter ^ they 
fall exhausted on the stage, 

PATBIGK. 

Aid me, O Ood ! 

LUDOtTCO. 

The Devil rather 
Aid me ! 

LESBljL. 

I'm moved to pity, fsither. 

KING. 

That am not I — I know not what it is. 

PATBTCK. 

If misfortunes are a test 

Wherewith to try the coldest, flintiest breast ; 

S^, can there here be found a heart like his, 

Wno would not down his pitying eyes incline 

To such misery as mine ? 

A wretched, shivering, shipwrecked castaway, 

Kty, for God's sake, at thy feet I pray. 

Lunovico. 

I ask it not, for never more can I 

Seek it from man, or hope it from on high. 



BAIKT PATBICK. 157 

Say who you are, we then shaQ know 

If we can pay the debt we owe — 

The common debt of food and care — 

But first my name I shall declare, 

Lest ignorance of it might lead 

Your Hps some idle deed to do, 

And words perchance be spoken, freed 

From the respect that is my due — 

I am the Kine Egerio ; lord 

Of this small kingdom's island throne — 

'Tis small because 'tis mine : until 

The throne of all the world I fill 

I must mistrust my yalorous sword ! 

In savage skins you see me drest. 

Not in a monarch's regal vest. 

Because without, I wish to wear. 

In this wild wolfish robe of hair. 

Some emblem of the heart I bear ! 

The name of Ood is here unknown, 

In prayer we neither kneel nor sigh, 

Our only creed is this alone 

That we are bom, and we must die. 

Now that you know my greatness and my 

name. 
Say who you are and why you hither came. 

PATBICK. 

Attend, O Monarch ! Patrick is my name, 
My country Ireland, and my native village 
A place so poor as to be scarcely known ; 
Between the north and west remote it lies 
Upon a mountain, which the watchful sea 
Gu^dles around as with a prison wall : 
'Tis in this isle, which will be called, "King ! 
To its eternal praise, the Isle of Saints, 
So many here will piously give up 
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Their liyes as holj offerings for the faith, 
That truest test of pure and faithful souls — 
My father was an Irish cavalier, 
My mother, his chaste spouse, a child of G-aul, 
To them I owe, even in my youngest d&jSy 
(More than my Hfe) the nobler gift of faith. 
And early entrance to the Church of Christ. 
The holy rite baptismal gave me these. 
That gate of Heaven, and the first sacred boon 
The Church doth give her children : by my birth, 
My pious parents having all fidfiUed 
The duties that they owed the married state, 
They each to separate convents then retired, 
Where in the purest chastity they spent 
Their lives, until the fatal hour arrived 
Which caUs the blessed spirit to the skies. 
And gives the body to its kindred earth : 
I then became an orphan, and was placed 
Beneath a holy matron's watchful care. 
But scarce had I my first brief lustrum filled — 
Scarce had the sun five times in splendour sailed 
In golden circles throi^h the heavens, illuming 
Twelve starry signs and one terrestrial zone — 
When Q-od was pleased to show in me a sign 
Of his omnipotence ; for he doth choose 
Most feeble instruments, that men may give 
The glory and the praise to Him alone ; 
Upon a day (and Heaven doth know, I teU 
These wonders unto you through no weak pride, 
But that Q-od's name be praised), upon a day, 
The blind man Gormas came unto my doors : 
G-od sent me here, he cried, and He commands 
That you do give me sight. Immediately- 
Moved at the man*s^ obedience, I did make 
The sign of the cross upon his sightless balls. 
And with the touch, the blessed vision came 
And chased the darkness from his wondering eyes. 
Another time, when thick clouds hid the skies 
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Which warr*d with snowj arrows 'gainst the earth, 
So many on a neighbouring hill had fallen 
That when they felt the rieour of the sun, 
And melted, such a flood throughout 
Our Tillage ran, that all the houses seemed 
Like ships of brick or stone abore the waves, 
rWho before this saw ships on rugeed hills. 
Or sail amid the grassy inland woods P) 
Upon the wayes I made the holj sisn. 
And with suspended tongue, in Gk)d's great name 
Bade them retire, and lo ! the land was dry ! 

mighty Lord ! who will not speak thy praise ! 
Who will not own and worship thee, O God ! 
Much greater wonders I could tell thee : but 
Modesty comes and bindeth fast my tongue. 
And chains my voice, and sealeth up my lips. 

1 grew in fine, inclining every day 
More to the love of science than of arms ; 
And, above all, gave myself up entire 

To pious readmg — to the lives of those 

Galled to be saints by God — a school wherein 

Beligion, Charity, and Faith are taught : 

Engaged in this pursuit, one day I went, 

With some companions to the lone sea-shore ; 

Thither a ship came, from whose dusky womb 

Leap'd armed men, pirates they were, who prowl'd 

In search of prey about those seas ; they made 

All of us prisoners, and to keep the prize. 

Hoisted their sails and stood to the open sea. 

Philip de £oqui was this vessel's chief^ 

A man who nourished in his heart the pride 

That afterwards would work him direful woe. 

Some days he spent in prowliag thus around 

The land and sea of aU the Irish coast. 

And blood and treasure followed in his wake : 

Me alone he kept, desiring, as he said. 

To offer me a tribute unto thee. 

Here in thy very presence, as thy slave : 
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(How yaiii and false are all the hopes of man. 

That are not based upon God's blessed will !) 

This very day upon the smiling sea, 

In sight of land, did Philip speak his wish, 

The air was mild, and gentle was the waye. 

And yet in one brief moment did he see 

His proud presumption shattered : Eor the wind 

Boared in the hollow bosoms of the waves, 

A cry of pain burst from the angry sea, 

Billows, like mountains upon mountains piled, 

Pass'd thundering by, whose white and foaming tops 

Moisten'd the sun, and quenched his dazzling Hght ! 

The lantern on our mast, joined to the skies. 

Seemed like a comet or an exhalation. 

Or like the strange course of a shooting star ; 

Another time, amid the deeps profound 

It touched the sands, when the divided waves 

Showed alabaster monuments around, 

'Mid coral banks and caves of shining pearl : 

I on whom Heaven bestowed (I know not why, 

Being so useless) more of strength and breath 

Than mine own safety needed, was empowered 

To aid this valorous youth, to whom my heart 

Was drawn by some most potent influence. 

Which he with interest will yet repay ! 

At length, through favourof kmd Heaven, we reached 

The shore, and whether fortune good or ill 

Awaits us, we confess ourselves your slaves : 

May our grief move you, may our bitter tears 

Soften your hearts, and may our whole affliction 

G-ently compel you to relieve our woe. 

KING. 

Cease, miserable Christian, for my soid 
Charm'd by thy voice, knows not what subtle power 
Compels it both to venerate and love you, 
Imagining that you the slave must be, 
Whom lately in my fearful dream I saw. 
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Breathing out flames and sparks of liTing fire. 
In whose alluring light, like summer flies, 
I saw my hapless daughters both expire ! 

PATBIOX. 

The flame that issued from my mouth is that 
True doctrine of the GK)spel — is the Word 
Which I must preach to you and to jom people, 
By means of wnich your daughters will become 
Children of Christ. 



Be silent ! dose thy Ups, 
Thou miserable Christian, for thy words 
Affiront and wound me. 

LSSBIA. 

Oh I be calm, my lord ! 

POLOIOA. 

Wilt thou, in pity, speak in his defence P — 

LSSBIA. 

Yes. 

POLOHIA. 

Nay, rather let him die. 

LSSBIA. 

It is not just 
That by a monarch's hands he perish. Ah ! 

[Aiide. 
If truth were told, not that alone doth move 
My heart to pity these poor shipwrecked Christians ! 

POLOinA. 

If this second Joseph to the king. 
Like him of old, interprets dreams, do not, 
My lord, have any fear of their efiects ; 
Por if that fimcied and unreal flame 

YOL. n. M 
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Portend that I a Ohrutian should become ; 

It is a sheer imposfiibility, as great 

Aj9 if being dea4 I sbonld retom again 

And live and breathe a mortal as before — 

But to distract jour thoughts from fears like these. 

Now let us hear the other traveller's tale. 

tTJBOVICO. 

Listen, most beautiful divinity, 
For thus begins the story of my life. 
Great Egerio, king of Ireland, I 
Am Ludovico Enio— a Christian also— 
In this do Patrick and myself agree 
And differ, we being Christians boi^ 
And yet as opposite as good from evil. 
But for the faith which I sincerely hold, 

J So greatly do I estimate its worth) 
would lay down a hundred thousand lives — 
Bear witness, thou all-seeing Lord and God ! 
No simple tale of piety is mine, 
Nor wonders woi^ed by Heaven's permission 

through 
My favoured hands — ^far different — all crimes, 
Theft, murder, treason, sacrilege, betrayal 
Of dearest Mends, all these I must relate^ 
For these are all my glory and my pride ! 
In one of Ireland's numjr islands i 
Was bom, and much do I suspect that all 
The planets seven, in wild coimision strange, 
Assisted at my most unhappy birth. 
The fickle moon gave me inconstancy. 
Mercury gave me genius ill emploved, 
(Far better not to have received the gift !), 
Lascivious Yenus gave me siren passions. 
And ruddy Mars a hard and cruel mind. 
(What wfll not Mars and Yenus jointly give ?) 
The Sun conferr'd upon me rank and state— 
Which to support I scrupled not the means, 
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Jupiter gaye me uride and loflj thought, 

And Saturn blended in mj complex nature 

Bage, anger, valour, and a ready mind — 

And fitting fruits have grown from out these 

seeds. 
Mj father, being for oertain secret reasons 
Bfuush'd from Ireland, came with me to lire 
At Perpignan in Spain-I was a boy 
Of ten years old, and when six more had passed 
He died — may heayen for ever be his home ! 
An orphtp I remained— a willing prey 
To all my fancies-— all my wild desires — 
And thus without a rein or curbing check. 
Ban headlong o'er the wide alluring plain — 
The two poles of my life were love and play, 
On which the rest were balanced, what they were 
As a foundation you can now behold. 
In long detail my tonme would not suffice 
For all my actions — ^this is but a sketch : 
To force a tender damsel to my wish 
I slew a noble yenerable man. 
Her father — nay an honoured cayaHer 
I stabb'd (through frenzied passion for his wife) 
As he lay sleeping calmly by her side — 
Bathing his dearest honouif in his blood — 
Making his bed a fatal theatre, 
And Tningling there adultery and death-^ 
Husband ana father both gaye up their liyes 
Mar^ to honour— for it has its martyrs 
Eyen as Beligion— ^may the atoning Heayen 
For eyer guard their souls in endless rest ! — 

X"^ ' g from punishment I entered France, 
re long my name and actions shall be known ; 
For fixnging myself at once into the war. 
Which between France and England then was 

waged, 
I found occasion to display my yalour. 
And soon obtained eyen from the king's own hands 

h2 
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A captain's Btandard-in what way the debt 
I soon repaid I shall not now relate- 
Thus honoured, I returned to. Perpignan,— 
And gaming in a guard-house for some tnlle, 
I struck a serieant, killed a captain, 
And in my fury wounded several more— 
Attra^dV the noise, the g^^^ W^^f^^* 
To make me prisoner, when in self-defence, 
I slew a bailiff— much too sjnall amends 
For all the other evils I haf done— 
May God receive his soul in laatmgl)lissi 
At length I fled into the fields, and found 
Asylum in a sacred convent's walls, 
Which in that desert far awav was built, 
There I lay retired, with kindest care 
Attended even by one of the religious, 
A lady of my kindred, who for this 
Discharged that duty. Like a basihsk, 
My bosom turned the honey into poison 
And wildly rushed from liking to desire ! 
Desire ! that monster which doth ever teed 
On the impossible— that Hving fire 
That groweth by resistance— that strange flame 
Which the wind kindles— that dissemblmg foe 
Which killeth its own master. In a word, 
Desire, unawed by Gk)d or sacred things. 
Imagines all thar s horrible or vile 

But to be it : in fine, my lord, I dared : 

Moved by the recollection here my voice 
Grows mute— the frightened accent fails. 
My shattered heart in throbbing seems to leap 
From out my breast, as when in dusky shades 
The beard and hair, in terror, stand on end:— 
Confused, and doubtful, sad and full of thought, 
I scarcely have the courage now to teU. 
The deed I had the courage then to do. 
So horrible and hateful is my crime, 
So sacrilegious and profane, that I — 
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Even I, repent me sometimes of the deed — 
In fine, I dared, one night when stanr silence 
Doth build for men brief sepulchres of sleep, 
When heaven doth wear the mournful veil of grief, 
Wherewith the wind doth hang the widowed skies, 
For the sun's death, whose obsequies are sung 
Bv nightly birds — ^when trembling stars fling back 
Tneir clear reflection to the parent skies 
From. sapphire waves. At such a time as this 
I entered bj the garden-wall, assisted 
By two companions (comrades never fail 
In such adventures), and *twixt fear and horror, 
I reached the ceU of her I must not name ; 
She, horrified at such wicked boldness. 
Fainted upon the ground, from which she passed 
Into my arms, and ere her sense returned. 
She was far off beyond the convent wall. 
Where if Heaven could have given her timely aid. 
It did not. Women if they're once convinced 
That man's excesses are the fruit of love 
Easily pardon them : and thus, delight 
Beplacmg sorrow, she for a little wMle 
Escaped the misery of her wretched state — 
Although were centred in her hapless person 
The scaling of a cloister's sacred walls. 
Violence, incest, ravishment, adultery. 
Towards God himself, since she was vowed his 

spouse. 
And to crown all, unheard-of sacrilege ; 
From out the .desert where, we first had gone, 
On rapid steeds, the children of the wind, 
Towaixls Valentia then we took our way — 
Where, feigning that she was my wife, we lived 
Some time with Httle happiness or peace. 
My money being exhausted, without friends 
Or hope of succour, I was base enough 
To thmk of turning to a vile account 
The beauty and the honour of my wife. 



166 THX PirB0ATOBT 07 

(Had I noli bade a long farewell to shame, 

This act alone would miake me— for it is 

The lowest depth even of the vilest breast 

To make a public traffic of one's honour, 

And put a price upon our dearest joy). 

As soon as I with shameless face proposed 

This foulest project, she appeared content, 

But hid her true resolye within her breast. 

But scarcely had I turned my back upon her, 

When, flying from me as fix)m one infected, 

Once more she sought asyliSn and repose 

Within a convent ; where, advised by one, 

A holy priest, again she closed the gate 

Of torment and the world — aud then she died, 

Leaving to all a wonderful example 

Both of her penitence and crime.-^May God 

Beceive her, also, to eternal rest ! 

I seeing that the hard, censorious world 

Took notice of my crimes — ^that every spot 

Whereon to rest would slip beneath my feet, 

Besolved to go into my native country 

As an asylum from my enemies. 

Upon the journey I set out, and soon 

Beached Ireland, which received me as a son, 

But soon a very stepmother became ; 

Por scarcely had I reached a sheltered bay. 

Than I was made a prisoner by some pirates 

Who lay therein concealed. Their general 

Was Philip^— who, to show his adn^ration 

Of the most brave resistance that I made, 

G-ave me my life. What still remains you know. 

You know how late the angry wind rose up 

And flew with threatening fury round our ship ; 

And made such ruin 'mid the seas and mountaizis. 

That all their usual wildness seemed but tame 

Compared to it. With catapults of crystal 

It struck the firm foundations of the land. 

And neighbouring cities fell within the wave. 
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The sea o*er all the ooasfc flung out its store 
Of tmted pearls, which the awut breath of mom 
Engenders £rom the dew, whose drops are tears 
Of fire and ice. — But not to lose more time 
In Tain descriptions, all our crew went down 
To sup with Satan ; I, who was also asked. 
Must nave gone too, had not good Patrick here 
(Whose face, I know not why, I always view 
With loTe and terror mingled with respect), 
Had he not drawn me from the poisonous wave 
Where I was drinking death in cveir draught. 
This is my history ; and now, nor life, 
Nor pity I require— I do not wish 
These latter griefs should even move your hearts ; 
If thou wilt fiive me aught, then let it be 
Death only, for a man so bad as I 
Can never hope to reach to any good. 

xnro. 

Ludovico, though you are a Christian, 

Which I abhor with every other truth, 

I so adjure your vslour, that in you 

And Patrick I will now display. 

Even at the self-same moment, all my power ; 

As I can elevate, so can I humble. 

As I can punish, so can I reward; 

And thus while unto you I stretch my arms 

In token of protection — unto i/au 

I lift them but to flin^ you to the earth 

Beneath my feet (not oalanced are the scales). 

[Hefling8 patbick on the grov/nd and places 
htsYoot upon himJ] 
But that you, Patrick, may perceive how much 
I value all your threats, your life I spare— 
€k) breathe in fire the Word of Gk>d, thou'lt find 
I neither worship his divinity 
Nor fear his wonders. Live, then, but in some 
Obscure and menial state, and as thou art 
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Unfit to share the glorious toils of war, 
Here in these yaUeys must thpu spend thy days. 
Tending my flocks and herds, that browse around. 
We soon shall see if thou canst spread that fire 
Of which thou speakest ; or if; beLg my dave, 
Thy God will free thee from captivity. \_JEx^, 

IiESBIA. 

The sight of Patrick moves my heart to pity. 

FOIiOlTLl. 

Eor me I know no pity. If I did, 

I think 'tis Ludovico would awake it. [JS^. 

FATBIOK. 

When, Ludovico, on the ground I lay. 
And saw you raised at once to Fortune's height, 
'Twas griefi not envy, it awoke within me — 
You are a Christian, oh ! be one indeed. 

LTTDOVIOO. ^ 

Patrick, allow me to enjoy the bliss 
That Fortune offers. 

FATBICS:. 

This one boon I ask — 



What is it ? 



IiTOOVICO. 



FATBICE. 



That, alive or dead, we meet 
In this world once again. 

ITOOTICO. 

Dost thou demand 

« 

So strange and dread a promise from me ? 
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PATBIOK. 

Tee. 

LUDOTIOO* 

I give it to thee, then : — 

FATBICK. 

And I accept it. [MeeunL 



SCENE n. — THIS OOTTAai of JUAK PAUL, VISAB 

THX SSA-SHOSS. 

^nter fhtlif and ltjcy. 

LiroT. 

Eorgiye me if I have not known 
ToMBerve and tend 70U as I ought — 

FHILIF. 

A great deal more, I frankly own, 
Must I forgive than you have thought — 
Eor even thy face, on which I live. 
Awakes not bliss without alloy, 
So for the mingled grief and joy 
I muBt be grateful and forgive- 
And thus, in curious pleasing strife^ 
Two feelings in my breast have striven — 
Your beauty, and your care have given 
The pang of death — the throb of Sfe. 

LTIOT. 

Too rude and ignorant am I 

For all the ingenious things you've said, 
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And 80 I give mj arms instead, 
Which saves the trouble of reply — 
Though silent they will speak to thee 
Of all with which my heart is rife. 

PAITL enters and sees them enibradn^. 

PAUL. 

heavens ! what sight is this I see ! [Aside. 
A man embracing my own wife — 

What shall I do ? I bum ! I burst ! 

1 ought to kill them ; yes, 'tis clear 
That is my duty — but 1 fear 

That she, perchance, might kill me first. 

PHILIP. 

Beautiful mountaineer, deny 
Not thou to take the ring I wear — 
Would it could be, for all thy care, 
The fairest star of yonder sky ! 

LroT. 

Fray do not think me one of those ^ 
Who of their kindness profit make ; 
But I accept it for thy sake. 

PATTL. 

Being her husband, I suppose [JLnde, 

My dulr is to hold my tongue ; 
But had she not received the ring, 
Of course it were another thing* 

LrcT. 

Again, these clasping arms among, 
My very soul I give to thee^- 
I have no other gem or chain. 

PHILIP. 

And there I ever could remain. 
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The prison is so sweet to me ; 
As at the rising of the sun, 
Night's shadows % — so here I know 
No more the memory of the woe 
These cruel crystal waves have done. 

PATTL. 

Ah ! he embraces her again ! [Ande. 

Good sir, think what my soul endures, — 
This woman is my wife, not yours ! 

PHILIP. 

Your husband 's here — I think 'tis plain 
He sees us — ^it is best I go. 
And presently return again. 
Oh ! sweet Folonia, couldst thou know [Aside. 
The abject state to which I'm cast, 
Thou'^t feel some pity for my pain !— 
And thou, heaven-aspiring main I 
Boused raging; up by storm and blast, 
Where hast thou hid P in what &r tomb, 
Tlfe myriad lives that fill thy womb P [IJaii. 

PAUL. 

This silence will do little good, [Aside, 

I'll speak aloud. — My Lucy dear ! 

My life ! methinks it doth appear 

I've caught you now ! — t|jis piece of wood — 

A good stout window-bar it is — 

Will do for vengeance. 

LTJOT. 

Bless me ! say 
What new suspicion, spouse, is this P 

PAUL. 

Is it then mere suspicion, pray, 
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Or chance, to see yoa o'er and o'er 
Embraced before my face ? 

LUCY. 

Indeed 
It is suspicion, nothing more — 
It must be so— because, if you 
The duties of a husband knew, 
You'd only see where'er you went, 
One half your wife might do. 

PAUL. 

Agreed ! 
To that condition I consent, 
And as I saw you twice embrace 
That rascal of a soldier, whom 
The sea has flung from out its womb, 
I shall not in the present case 
Be too exact, but for the nonce, 
Think you embraced him only once. 
And as I meant to give to you 
A hundred blows, 'tis only fair 
That I divide the whole by two — 
So fifty is your proper share. 
And so by sacred Heaven I swear ! 
Since you yourself the sentence gave, 
And smce the reckoning is so clear, 
Not more than fifty blows you'll have. 

f 
LroT. 

• 

It is too much — no man should strive. 
By any means to hear or view 
More than a fourth his wife may do. 

PAUL. 

WeU let it be a fourth ; for it 

The blows you know are twenty-five, 

These I will pay. 
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It is not fit 
Men know so much. 

PAUL. 

Ah ! something new ! — 
How much then, pray P 

LUCY. 

Between us two, 
Henceforth I think it just and right 
You onlj see what I allow, 
And trust mj word and not your sight. 

PArL. 

Dear daughter of the devil ! thou 
Convinceth me, and so 'tis plain 
The stick no longer should remain 
With me ; so let us change our places. 
Here is the stidk, 'tis now for thee 
To give the hundred blows to me — 
And to the other the embraces. 

Ikiter PHILIP. 

PHILIP. 

I hope the clown has gone away. [Adde, 

PAUL, f 

Ah ! Senor Soldier ! you have come 
Just in the nick of time — although 
The debt of gratitude I owe 
To you is such a mighty sum 
I never can the debt repay — 
For all the honour you to-day 
Intended for my wife and cot, 
How poor were all that I could say P 
Yet still a fancy now has got 
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Into my Head, that it were best 

Tou went upon your homeward way — 

Gk) ! in Q-od's name, without delay — 

Since you are strong with food and rest ; 

As I don't wish to raise my hand 

Here in my house in strife 'gainst thee, 

Or that (almost a fish at sea) 

You should be left dead meat on land ! 

PHILIP. 

This is suspicion, do not doubt it, i 

Which has no true foundation got— 

PAUL. 

Well then, with reason or without it, 
Am I a husband, Sir, or not ? 

JEnter LAoaHAiBE, an old coTmtryman^ and patbick 

as a slave, 

LAOGHAIEE. 

My orders are, that you should take 
This slave, and make him tend the sheep 
Out in the fields. 

OLD MA27. 

Leave all to me. 

LAOGHAIBX. 

But, bless me ! am I quite awake, 
Or is it but a dream of sleep. 
That Philip here I seem to see ? 
Permit me, mighty lord, to press 
Your feet. 

PAUL, 

Is't « Lord " he calls hun ? 
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XtTTGT. 

Tea; 
Now ghre the hundred blows, mj Paul. 

7HILIP. 

Come to my anuB, thou good Laoghaire, 

ULOOHAIBB. 

You do me too much honour there, 
But how does it chance you live at all P 

PHILIP. 

Cast on this shore so wild and bare, 
A wretched monument of chance, 
I would full soon have surely died. 
But for these peasants* Mendly care — 
I thought it best some time to abide 
Their guest, amid these lonesome haunta» 
Until I found my strength renewed, 
And learned the temper of the king ; 
Here I had lived till time might bring 
(My royal master's wrath subdued) 
Some sorrow to his soflen'd breast 
For my supposed disastrous fate ; 
Then 1 might go with heart elate 
And trust forgiveness for the rest. 

Consider that already gained. 
And all his stormy wrath blown o'er. 
Thy strange escape will glad him more 
Than even thy fancied death had pained ; 
Come to the king, I'll lead the way ; 
You'll find how changed doth fortune blow. 

PAVX. 

May*t please your lordship, ere you go. 
Permit me just a word to say — 
My name, my lord, is Juan Paul, 
Pniy let my vile suspicions pass, 
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In truth I was a very ass, 
To talk of such a thing at all ; 
My heart for pardon humbly craves, 
But for the rest of my poor life, 
Fray think my cot, myself, and wife 
Tour lordship's very humble slaves. 

MILIP. 

For your great kindness and attention. 
I hope some future time to pay. 

PAUL. 

A word of that pray do not mention, 
But, if you wish it, there's a way 
By which you can a boon confer 
On Lucy and myself — 'tis this. 
Vouchsafe to take her with you, do ; 
She will be glad to be with you, 
And I too happy without her. 

[Exetmt PHILIP and LAoaHAiBS. 

LTJOT, aside, 

"Well, was there ever such a miss P 
My tender hopes are all o'erthrown — 
Gone like the light of morning mist, 
Even when bom ! 

OLD MAIN, 

"We are alone, 
Friend Paul, and now I think you ought 
Sometimes this tender youth assist ; 
He'U need it. 

PATEICK. 

Ah ! good sir, do not 
Think of my state or me too much. 
God wiQs that I should be a slave ; 
As such I'll serve you — and I crave 
That you will treat me even as such. 
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OLD ICAK. 

How modest ! 

PAUL. 

How humble ! 

LUCY. 

And how handsome too ! 
His £Buse affects me greatly. 

PAITL. 

Say 
(And let it be between us two), 
is there a solitary case, 
In which a stranger pass'd this way 
You did not take a fancy to P 

LircT. 

Ah ; it is plain you're jealous still, 
You think that I'm inclined to fall 
In loye with the whole human race. 

OLD MAir. 

I have a weighty charge, friend Paul, 
To trust you with. 

PArL. 

You know my skill ; 
Say on. 

OLD MAN. 

This slave, that here you view, 
I much suspect is not secure ; 
I wish to guard him well — ^be sure 
You'll know the cause ere long. To you 
I give him now in strictest charge ; 
Let him not stray, unwatched, at large, 
Or, unattended, roam about. IMeit 

TOL. II. If 
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PAUL. 

A very pleasant task, no doubt — 

It seems I'm placed to watch you here, 

[2b PATBIOK. 

The only thing in all my ^ife, 
I had to watch (except my wife) — 
The duty 's troublesome. I fear 
I now can neither sleep nor eat ; 
But should you wish to use your feet, 
And go away, the coast is clear. 
In truth I'll rather thank you for it. 
As care disturbs me night or day ; 
In fact no mortal doth abhor it 
Like Juan Paul — so go away, 
Go, in Gk>d's name. 

PATBIOK. 

Nay, do not fear. 
Though slave, no fugitive am I- — 
Oh ! mighty Lord of earth and sky, 
"What boundless joy my heart shaft taste 
As, rapt in thought, I wander here. 
Amid the solitary waste ; 
Enjoying, even on earth, a glance 

7, ^^®^ glorious countenance — 
In solitude the sage and saint 
The wonders of thy bright world view. — 

PAUL. 

Pray wiU you tell me, if it ain't 
Offensive, who you're speaking to ? 

PATBICK. 

Thou art of aU created things,* 
blTnc^wln ST""^ feil to be struck with the reaem- 
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O Lord, the esBence and the cause — 

The source and centre of all bliss ; 

What are those yeils of woven light, 

Where sun and moon and stars unite — 

The purple mom, the spangled night — 

Bat curtoins which thy mercy draws 

Between the heavenly world and this P 

The terrors of the sea and land — 

When aU the elements conspire, 

The earth and water, storm and fire — 

Are but the shadows of thy hand ; 

Do they not all in countless ways — 

The lightning's flash — the howbng storm — 

The dread vdcano's awfiil blaze — 

Proclaim thy glory and thy praise P 

Beneath the sunny summer showers 

Thy love assumes a milder form, 

And writes its angel name in flowers ; 

The wind that flies with winged feet 

Around the grassy gladdened earth. 

Seems but commissioned to repeat 

In echo's accents — silvery sweet — 

That thou, O Lord, didst give it birth. 

There is a tongue in every flame — 

There is a tongue in every wave — 

To these the bounteous Godhead gave 

These organs but to praise his name ! 

O mighty Lord of boundless space, 

Here canst thou be both sought and found — 

Por here in everything around, 

Thy presence and thy power I trace. 

''Thou art, O God, the life and light 
Of all this wondrous world we see." 
The poet of the Melodies probabW never read a line of 
Oalderon, and was himself too rich in fiincy to borrow 
even from him, if he had done so. The coincidence must 
be attributed to a certain affinity between the minds of the 
two poets, very perceptible here as elsewhere in the writings 
of both. 

v2 
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With faith mj guide, and my defence, 
I bum to serve in love and tear ; 
K as a slave, oh ! leave me here ; 
If not, O Lord, remove me hence ! 
{Jn AiTGSL descends, holding in one hand a 

shield, foith a mirror in the centre, and 

in tht other hand a letter. 



I 



Patrick ! 



AirOSL. 
FATBICK. 

Who calls? 



PAUL. 

There's no one by — 
Nobody calls. The man 's distraught. [Aside. 
Methinks a poet he should be. 



Patrick. 



AITGEL. 
PATEICK. 

Who calls again ? 

ANOEL. 

'Tisl. 

PAUL. 

He speaks, and yet I can see nought — 

Well, let him speak : what's that to me ? 

I am not placed to guard his tongue. [Exit, 

PATBICK. 

Ah ! can I trust my wondering eyes, 
That Heaven so great a favour sends P — 
A glorious cloud from yonder skies 
With mingled tints of pearl and rose, 
And all its summer bravery hung, 
Before my raptured sight descends — 
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And now its flittering gates disclose 
The sun within more glorious still ; 
He comes in purple and in gold — 
He comes, as comes the smmng dawn, 
In his crimson chariot drawn 
By the running rosy hours — 
Scattering oyer vale and hill 
Jessamine^ind all sweet flowers. 
Never yet by day or night 
Did I such a sight behold ! 

Patrick! 

PATBIGK. 

I'm dazzled with the light. 
Who art thou, celestial Lord P 

▲KQEL. 

Patrick, of my own accord 
Here m^ course I have not bent, 
I am Victor, hither sent 
(G-uardian Angel of thy soul), 
From the happy realms of bHss, 
Even by Gtod, to give thee this. 

[^Ghwe8 him the letter. 

PATBICK. 

Oh ! sweet messenger divine, 
Happy harbinger of joy. 
How can I my heart control P 
Seeiae^ thee, who, like the seven 
That before God's footstool shine, 
All thy eternal hours employ, 
'Mid the sweet choirs singing, solely, 
" Holy ! holy ! holy ! holy ! 
Mighty Lord of Earth and Heaven." 

Bead the letter. 
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PATBIOK. 

Can it be 
That the scroll is sent to me P 
Yes to me 'tis sent indeed. 

[^Beads the superscriptum, which is addressed 

" TO PATBIOK." 



Open it. 



AITGEL. 



favbice:. 



Within I read, 
" Come, Patrick, come, we wait for thee 
To firee us from our slavery." 
So ends the writing ; it is clear 
This means more than doth appear — 
Eaithful guardian, let me know 
Who are those who call me so. 

AiraiSL. 
Look within this mirror then. 



PATEICK. 



Heavens ! 



A3S&EL, 

What do you behold P 

PATBICK. 

A mighty crowd of young and old, 
Tender children, women, men. 
Calling me. 

And those you see 
Are the Irish people. They 
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Stretch their longing arms to thee, 
Waiting for the Dlessed day, 
When the darkness past and gone, 
Thou wilt bring, like morning light. 
Tidings of the Faith : — Beg;one ! 
Thou, I know, wilt not be loth 
To obey thy Gk>d's command — 
Leave thy slavery, and so 
Legate and* Apostle both 
Of the favour'd Irish land. 
First to France depart and take 
There at blessed German's feet 
The habit of a monk. To Eome, 
Then, a rapid journey make- 
Then with letters fix)m the Pope, 
Gt)od Oelestine, thou wilt come 
Hither, full of heavenly hope ; 
Thou St. Martin, too, wilt see 
Bishop of Tours. But now with me 
Borne upon the mighty wind 
Let us leave this land behind. 
Now that I have let thee know 
What thy glorious fate must be, 
And the task reserved for thee. 
Let us on our journey go. \JSxeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. — X boox nr thx pala.cs 

OP Besmo. 

JErUer litdoyico and polokia. 

LUDOVIOO. 

Folonia, whosoe'er has brought 
His heart to trifle with Lore's chain. 
Has no reason to complain 
K another heart be thought 
Worthier of the bliss he sought — 
For it is his fitting &te ; 
(Who has ever soared above, 
That fell not also ?) Thus, my loTe 
Dareth to anticipate 
That of Philip, though his state 
Far exceeds what mme can be. 
He on Nature's bounty liveth. 
But in what exertion giveth — 
I am greater far than ne : 
I, Folonia, by this hand 
Have obtained &r higher merit 
Even than Philip dotib inherit : 
If thou dost a proof demand. 
Look around this grateful land, 
Which hath almost frantic grown 
At the victories I have won : 
Bound about the pleasant sun 
Now three rapid years have flown, 
Since upon these islands thrown, 
I thy happy slave became. 
Quicker than the thoughts that fly 
Has the fleeting time gone by. 
Need I call to mind, or name 
Those great trophies of my fame 
Won in many a fight by me, 
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But to offer them to thee — 
Which within this palace stand— » 
Being the amazement of the land 
And the wonder of the sea ? 

FOLOiriA. 

Ludoyico, hj thy valour, 

Whether by thine own worth merited. 

Or with Nature's gifts inherited, 

Thou hast stamp'a a glow — a pallor 

On my cheek, and thou hast lit 

Something blent of heat and coldness — 

Something blent of fear and boldness. 

In my breast : 'tis scarcely fit 

That I call it loye—for it 

Doth awake my grief and shame, 

When I feel the Archer's aim 

Shoots the poison'd arrow through me. 

And the Deity subdue me 

In his wild resistless flame. 

But I make this one confession, 

Loiig thy hopes had been possession. 

Did I not so deeply fear 

My fiftther's wrath ; but persevere, 

And thou need'st not feel depression. 

Unter philip. 

PHUJF. 

Here, perchance, my death I find. [Aside. 
Why then come distracted, bUnd, 
To seek it ? But what man is he 
Who would have patience not to see 
The cause whereby his bosom pined P 

LTOOVICO. 

What dost thou pledge that thou'lt be mine P 
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POLOinCA. 

This hand. 

PHIIiIP. 

Not that my will is stronger, 
Which can endure tms sight no longer, 

POiiOirtiL. 
Ah, me ! 

PHILIP. 

Wilt thou thj hand resign 
Unto a stranger P (How confine 
The grief I feel for such a crime !) 
And thou who in thy daring flight 
Dost seek the sun, tnat in his light 
You ma^ obtain a death sublime. 
Why wilt thou not recaU the time 
When thou my fetter'd slave w^ seen P 
Why dost thou dare to cross my way t 

IiUDOVICO. 

Because I dare to be to-day 
What now I am, not what I've been. 
'Tis true I was your slave — ^for none 
Are safe from Fortune's fickle wheel — 
But in my very heart I feel 
That in the fame that I have won, 
And in the deeds that I have done, 
(Why should I now the truth conceal ?) 
My honour equals yours ; indeed 
Some might surmise it doth exceed. 

PHILIP. 

Exceed me ! vilest among men ! 

JiTTDOVICO. 

Philip, in these words I've heard. 
You nave err'd. 



BADTT PA9BICK. 187 

PHILIP. 

I haye not err'd. 



LITDOYIOO. 

If you have not err'd 

7HILIF. 

WhatthenP 

LITDOTIOO. 

You haye lied ! 

PHILIP. 

Thou*rt yile again. [SMkea him, 

POIiOKIA. 

O Heayena ! 

LITBOTICO. 

Why do I not take 
Instant vengeance r When my ire 
Bums within me, like the fire 
That from Etna's top doth break, 
Which not seas of blood can slake. 

\_They draw their swords, ktetg sosbio and 
Soldiers enter, and all jflace themselves 
on the side of philip. 

SIKG. 

What is this ? 

LTOOVICO. 

A Itoting woe — 
A misfortune—an abuse— 
A wild, aupy fiend let loose 
From the mf emal gulf below. 
Let no one presume to go 
Between me and revenge. Beflect, 
Fury heedeth nought beneath ; 
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Neither has it fear of death, 
Nor for any man respect — 
My honour I must re-erect. 

EIKG. 

Seize him. 

LUDOVICO. 

Let the man who sighs 
For his death obey ! you'll see 
What his valour gains — ^for he 
Shall be slain before your eyes ; 
On this very spot he dies. 

EIHG. 

Quick pursue the daring slave — 
Who'd have thought of this ? 

Lxrnovioo. 

Have 
In a blood-red stream each Hmb, 
On whose breast I seem to swim, 
Seeking Philip o'er the wave. 

[Th^e is a clash of weapons ^ a/ndihey all go 
out hut EGEBio, who remains ahne. 

This new blow alone was wanted ; 
Eor a rumour has arisen. 
That the slave who fled from prison, 
He by whom my dreams are haunted, 
Has to Ireland, nothing daunted, 
Come from Eome, and hither guided, 
Has the world in bands divided. 
For the multitude enticed 
To believe the faith of Christ, 
Have along with Patrick sided. 
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People say that he most be 

A magician — rumour saith 

That being sentenced unto death, 

By some other monarchs, he 

Erom their fetters set him free, 

And with such prodinous wonder 

Did he burst the cords asunder 

That confined him to the stake, 

That the earth began to quake 

From its darksome caverns under, 

Where the dead lie hid ; the air 

Groan'd aloud — the sun grew dark — 

And the moon lay cold and stark, 

Missing the long golden hair 

Which the sun's bright brow doth wear. 

It is plain, from all one sees, 

Patrick holdeth Fortune's ball, 

For the people, one and all. 

Who beheld such prodigies, 

And with what miraculous ease 

He regained his liberty, 

Follow him from far and near 

In astonishment and fear. 

Here to-day approacheth he 

To try hiB magi^ spells on me. 

Let him come, before my rod 

ShaU his magic snells be fleeing ; 

We shall learn wno is that being 

Whom they call the Christian's God. 

At my hands must Patrick die, 

If 'twere only but to try 

Whether he, by art or vigour. 

From the circle of my rigour 

Can with life escape and fly. 

We shall see what countless sums 

Of magic wealth he now can master, 

He this Bishop — ^he this Pastor — 

He who in the Pope's name comes. 
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Enter the captaik and Soldiertj vdth ludotico m 

a prisoner. 

CAPTJlIK. 

Ludovioo oometh taken. 

After leaying in their gore 

Three of thj guard, and wounding more. 

Christian, is thy breast not shaken, 
Seeing my wrath at length awaken — 
Seeing my hand upraised for blood ? 
But i^unly now, in frantic mood. 
Doth suffering tear my tenderest nerves — 
This, and more, that man deserves 
Whoe'er has done a Christian good : 
Beward, not punishment, should be 
Your gift to-day ; for it is plain, 
That I alone should feel the pain 
Of having done aught good to thee* 
Here, guard him close, till our decree 
Pronounce his death ; my will is known — 

[^ the soldiers. 
All hope of mercy now hath flown — 
So you may spare your tears and sighs — 
Not for his crimes, this Christian dies, 
But for his Christian creed alone. 

{They all go out hut Lunovico, who remains 
alone, 

LTTDOVIOO. 

If for this I die, thou makest 
My unhappy death most happy — 
Since he dieth for his Maker, 
He who dieth for His honour : 
And a man whom fortune doometh 
Here to live in pain and trouble. 
Ought to bless the fsdling death-stroke 



-1 
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As the bappy end of all things ; 
Since its greatness comes to shorten 
Life's poor thread — so wildly tangled ! 
Mine to-day becometh evil — 
Like a phoenix it arises 
From tne ashes of dishonour. 
Here my life were deadly poison — 
Here my breath were serpent venom — 
Till I could, throughout all Ireland, 
Shed vile blood in such abundance. 
As would wash awav the insult 
And the memory of my wrong : 
Ah ! honour, honour, low thou liest, 
Sfcricken by a rigorous hand ! — 
I shall die with you. Together 
We shall conquer these barbarians — 
For my death will, in a moment. 
Give us sweet and certain triumph. 
In this sharp and pointed dagger 
Lieth honourable vengeance ! — 
But God bless me ! what fell demon 
Prompts my hand ? I am a Christian — 
I have got an immortal soul, 
And the pious light of faith : 
Is it right that I, a Christian, 
Should commit, among these gentiles. 
Any act that would bring insult 
On the religion I profess ? 
What example shall I give them 
By this dark crime of self-murder, 
But that my actions give the lie to 
All the virtuous works of Patrick P 
Since the people here, who only 
Worship their degrading vices — 
Who deny the soul's existence, 
And its future pain or glory — 
Thejr would surely say — what boots it 
Patrick's preaching that man's spirit 
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Is immortal? Wbat importa it ? 

If the Clnutum Lndorioo 

KiUs himself: tiierebr procbiming 

Hifl own ignofance of its natnie— * 

Thus would we with doahtfiil actions 

Keep the heams of faith from ftUing : — 

He the light, and I the daikneaa. 

Well, there is anch eril in it 

That it mnst not he attempted: 

Not that I at all repent me 

Of the crimes that Vve committed — 

Naj, I rather sigh for new ones : 

Oh ! if I could now hnt free me 

With my life, from out this prison, 

I would soon hecome the terror 

Of the world, in all its qoarters, 

Europe, Africa, and Asia : 

I would make a dread beginning 

In these islands of Egerio ; 

So that there would Uve no person 

Who woidd satisfy the ooguish 

And the blood-tlurst of mj vengeance. 

Lightning when the sphere it deayetb, 

Warns us with its voice of thunder ; 

And, in mingled smoke and shadows, 

Imitating fiery serpents, 

Dartetb through the trembling eth^r. 

Thus have I in thunder threatened, 

So that every man could hear it ; 

But the fiery bolt is wanting ; 

Ah ! alas, it hath miscarried. 

And before it reach'd its object. 

Was the sport of every vapour ; 

Death itself has got no terrors. 

No, not even a death so shameful ; 

But what grieves me is to perish 

In my strong and early manhood. 

Ere my heart with crime is sated — • 
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Life ftlone, for this I coyet ; 
That I yet may aet fiir greater, 
Heayen doth know for nought beside. 

MUer poLOinA. 

FOLONIA. 

Hesitation now is oyer — [Aside, 

Ludoyico, there are moments lAlaud. 

When loye must no more be silent, 
But giye proof how strong it is : 
Now your life is in great danger 
From the anpy king, my &ther; 
And it doth beiioye your safety 
To escape his wrath and fury : 
By my liberal hand, the guiuxismen 
Sound your prison are suborned, 
And their watchful ears are deafened 
By the wondrous sound of gold ; 
mj : and that you may hereafter 
Know, how much a woman hazards, 
When she yields to loye's delirium : 
How she tramples upon honour — 
How upon respect she trampleth — 
I with you will go : 'tis needful. 
Hencerorth, for my whole existence, 
I must liye or die beside you : 
Without you my life were nothing — 
You who in my fond breast liyeth. 
I bring gold and costly jewels 
More than we require, to place us 
In the farthest land of India ; 
Where the sun bums up and freezes — 
Now with beams, and now with shadows. 
At the door there stand two horses ; 
I will call them swiftest panthers — 
Daughters of the wind — or rather. 
Thought itself would best describe them. 
TOL. n. o 
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They are safe bb thej are mpi — 

For, although upon th^a flym^ 

Swifter than the sudden ligntningy 

Scarcely shall we feel their motion. 

Oh ! be resolute — ^whj dally ? 

What delays you ? — ^time is pressing — 

And that fortune which doth oyer 

Interrupt loye's course, at present 

May not mar a deed so nohle ! 

I shall show the way before you. 

With ingenious speech and action 

I shall gain the guard's attention, 

Giving you a chance of flying — 

See the sun our project fayours, 

Eor he sinketb in tae ocean — 

There to rest him from his labours, 

And to cool his burning tresses. IMcit, 

LUDoyigo. 

To my yenr hands hath fortune 

Sent the chance I so much wished for — 

For, Heayen knows, the proofs of liking 

Which I gaye unto Folonia, 

Were but feigned— assumed, in order 

That I might thereby ^yail me 

Of the jewels which she carries. 

Soon or late, to fly with gladness 

From this Babylonian bondage ; 

For although in her my person 

Liyed esteemed, yet it was only 

Servitude disguised— my roving 

And unfettered life was pining 

For the pleasant breath of freedom. 

Which the heavens this day have spranted. 

But for the future which I painted, 

A woman is a weight and hmdrance ; 

Love with me is but a fimcy. 

Quickly gone as quickly bom, 
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Which when satiafted, tBe fEureat 

Woman brixieeth nought but tedium : 

Being bo — ofwhat importanoe 

Is another murder added 

To the many gone before it P — 

Bj my hands must die Polonia ; 

She has chosen for her loving 

A most unpropitious enoch, 

When there^s nothing; loyed or worshipped : 

Had die loved like other mortals, 

She would have lived as others live. [ Exit. 

Enter the oaftaht. 

CAPTAUr. 

From the King I come with orders 

Here to read to Ludovico 

The fixed sentence of his death ! 

But the prison door is open ! 

And the tower is bare and empty ! 

Something must have happenea — soldiers ! 

No one answers to my calling ! 

Help! assistance! treason! treason! 

Mtter the kikg, philif, and LAoaHAiHE. 

EIFG. 

Who is calling; ? Who's proclaiming ? 
What is this ? 

OAPTAHiT. 

That Ludovico 
Has escaped ; and with him also 
Have the guards departed. 

LAOGHAIBE. 

Monarch ! 
Here I saw Polonia enter. 

o2 
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PHILIP. 

Heavens ! it is now too certain 

That 'twas she who gave him freedom ; 

Tou must know he was her suitor — 

Jealousy doth now incite me. 

And provoke me to pursue them — 

Erom this veiy day, Hibemia i 

Will be called a second Troy. \_JSxit 

KIKO. 

Let me have a horse ; in person 

I those fugitives must follow. 

Who are those two daring Christians, 

Who combine, with doubtful actions, 

One to shake my bosom's quiet. 

One to steal my dearest honour P 

But the two shall be the trophies 

Of my hand's far-reaching vengeance— 

From whose aim no man can hide him, 

Not even the mighty Soman Pontiff. 

[^Exeunt. 
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SCENE II.— ▲ F0SB8T. 

FOLOiTEA enters wovnded and flying from lubotico, 
who pursues her with a naked dagger in his hand. 

POIiOKIA. 

Oh ! for Glirist's sake, thy God, who reigns above, 
Bestrain thy bloody hand — ^if not for love ; 
Take all I have, my gold, my honour take ; 
Bat leave me my poor life, for pity's sake ! 

LUDOVICO. 

Luckless Polonia, since creation's hour. 
Misfortune ever hath been beauty's dower — 
Where t^eauty dwelleth, happiness must fly. 
As moonbeams fade when sunshine lights the sky — 
In me you see the most impityins; wretch 
That ever yet his murderous liands did stretch 
'Ghunst human life— and so this stroke I give, 
for you must die, that I may safely live ; 
If you came with me, I would bear along. 
In you, the witness of my crime and wrong ; 
By means of which I might, the whole earth round, 
Be tracked and followed — sought and surely found : 
K, with your life, I leave you here, 'tis plain 
I leave you wild with anger, rack'd with pain ; 
And thus, I leave behind me, for my woe. 
One foe the more, and heavens ! how great a foe ! 
Alas ! there seems no method to relieve you — 
I would do wrong to take you, or to leave y6u — 
And so it is much better, napless woman ! 
That I, with rage as cruel as inhuman. 
Heedless of God, or law, or pity, slay thee. 
And in the depths of this wud forest lay thee. 
Thus shall I hide my wretchedness from view, 
And^ain a novel mode of vengeance too ; 
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If Philip liyes witllin your heart, the blow 
That takes thy life will rid me of my foe — 
And thus but one shall live — ^your sire to sate, 
Some future time, my vengeance and my hate : 
As first from thee the storm of insult burst, 
So must thou feel the strokes of yengeance first. 

POLOiriA^ 

Ah me I I'ye but contriyed my own undoing, 
Like the poor worm, its fatal task pursuing. 
Weaving the silken coil of its own death ! 
Art thou a Christian? Breath'st thou human 
breath ? * 

LTTDOyiCO. 

I am a demon-by this proof believe me. 

POLONIA. 

Oh ! may the God of Patrick then receive me ! 

[^Se stabs her, and she falls ioUhin, 

LTOOVIOO. 

On a bank of flowers extended, 

Sad Polonia's woes are ended ; 

Now I feel no weight detain me, 

Pree I move, and nought shall chain me — 

I bear with me all the treasures 

Life doth need, and all life's pleasures ; 

With them I to Spain shall take me, 

There to live till tune doth make me 

Somewhat changed in outward feature ; 

Then as 'twere a new-bom creature, 

Thither shall I come, with greater 

Hope to avenge me on a traitor. 

Till that hour my bosom weepeth 

(Lijured honour never sleepeth !) 

But why now am I delaying. 

Here amidst death's shadows straying ? 
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*Mid the gloom of daylight dying. 

I have lort my way ; and flying 

From my piirsuersy may be going 

Into theur very hands. The ^bwing 

Of the unriaen moon ii showmg 

Where a peasant's hut is standmg ; 

Here it may be, by demanding,' 

I may haye my pmi«way righted. [_Se calU. 

PATTL and LUCT annoerfrom within, 

LUOT. 

Who is there P 

Limovioo. 

A man benighted — 
By the darkness overtaken — 
Interrupts thy rest. 

LUOT. 

Awaken, 
Juan Paul, for some (me's calhng 
At the door. 

PAUL. 

He must be bawling 
^ For you ; so answer him instead — 
For me, I'm well enough in bed. 

LUCT. 

Who is there? 

LTJDOVIOO.' 

A traveller. 

PAUL. 

Eh, 
A traveller ? 

LUDOTIOO. 

Yes. 
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PAUL. 

Trarel on, I pray ; 
This is not an inn. 

lUDOTICO. 

The clown 
Yexeth me. I must tear down 
This door— it fiilk upon the ground. 

[^Se hurstt in the door. 

LtJOT. 

Ha ! Juan Paul, will not the sound 
Awake you ? They haye burst the door. 

PAXTL. 

Why, I am half-awake, no more ; 

I have one eye open, but 

StiU the other eye is shut ; 

Well, come down with me — ^for fear 

Somewhat troubleth me. Who's here P 

{They enter half-naked. 

LTinOTICO. 

Silence, peasant, or you die. 
Lost amid these hills have I 
Hither come : without delay 
Tou must put me on my way, 
How the nearest port to gain, 
Thence to fly across the main. 

PAUL. 

Oh ! the road 's as clear as light ; 
Take this pathway to the right. 
When you pass a mountain-cleft, 
Turn a little to the left. 
Then you'll go along a plain — 
To the right then turn again. 



1 
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Where a beaten path doth wind. 
And the port you can't but find. 
And of tms be sure, in short, 
When you're there, that 'tis the port. 

Lunovioo. 

Come and guide me hence ; if not, 
You must die upon the spot. 

LTJOT. 

It were better, cavalier, 

That till dawn you rested here. 

PAUL. 

Ah ! you're very kind, mv lady ; [2b luoy. 
Have you fallen in love already P 

LTTDOVICO. 

Peasant, quick, for time doth flv ; 
Do you choose to guide or die r 

PAUL. 

Do not vex yourself. If I, 
Without question or reply. 
Bather choose to guide t&an die, 
I am ready now to eo ; 
Not through fear of death— oh, no ! 
But lest Lucy should rejoice. 

LTOOVIOO. 

I must stop this babbler's voice. [AMe. 

Lest he tell where I have flown-— 
In the sea he must be thrown, 
When he puts me on my track. 
As for you, retire alone, [To lvcy. 

Soon your husband will be back. 
[ltjdovioo and paul go out (U one side ; 
LTTCT at another. 
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SCENE in. — ^AKOTHXS OPBir XS IHS lOBEST. 



Unter the msGt, lssbia, laoghaibe, and the 

Oaptam* 

LEBBIA. 

Not a trace can be discoyered 
Whither they have fled. The motintain 
Has been searched from top to bottom. 
And throughout the wood and valley, 
Every rock and leafy arbour 
Have been visited ; but nothing 
Gives the slightest indication 
Whither they have gone. 

'Tis likely 
That the Earth the two has swallow' d, 
To preserve them from my ftiry — 
For the Heavens could scarcely guard them 
From my angeir and my vengeance. 

LS8BIA. 

See the^sun his golden tresses 

In thei orient disentangling, 

Spreads them o'er the woods and mountains— 

Timely comes his light to aid us. 

JShder ^bjlif. 

If your Majesty will hetfrken, 
You will learn a great affliction'*-' 
More prodi^ous and more novel. 
Than e'er tune or fortune fashion'dy 
Or imagination fancied : 
Seeking through these ^oods Polonia, 
I the whole night having wander' d 
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Through their wild and dark 
When the dawn besan to glimmer. 
Clothed in ashen robes of mouminff, 
And by thick black clouds surrounded — 
When the pleasant stars were absent 
Not to see a sight so dreadful — 
Bunning hither-^running thither-— 
Soon I came where tender blossoms 
Were with crimson blood-spots sprinkled^ 
And upon the earth were scatter'd 
Fragments of a woman's trinkets. 
By these mournful signs directed. 
Soon I came where I discovered, 
'Neath a grey rock, frowning oyer, 
In a fragrant tomb of roses, 
Dead and cold, Polonia lyinff ! 

IThe $eene opent and dueoven roiOKiA 
lying dead betide a roek,^ 
Thither turn your eyes in anguish — 
There the young tree lies extended- 
There the flower lies pale and withered — 
There the bright flame is extinguished — 
There is Beauty's form laid postrate. 
And its sinuous outline rigia — 
There the dead Polonia li^h ! 

Ah ! my heart is oyerwhelmed I 
I haye not the power within me 
To endure such dire afflictions — 
Such innumerable sorrows. 
And such yarying forms of anguish. 
Ah ! my poor, unhappy daughter— 
Ah ! my darling wildly sougnt for! 
Evil is the hour IVe round thee! 

UBBBIA. 

I haye been so stunn'd and startled, 
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Breath is wanting for my wailing ! 

O Polonia! let thy sister 

Share thjr fiite and thy misfoitimes. 

« 

KEBTO. 

What wild hand could e'er have lifted 
Murderous steel against such beauty ? 
Oh ! my life doth set in sorrow. 
This disastrous day doth end it ! 

PATBICK, vrUhin, 

PATBICK. 

Woe to thee ! forlorn Hibemia ! 
Woe to thee ! unhappy people, 
If with tears you do not water, 
Day and night, the land in weeping : 
Opening thus the gate of Heaven, 
Which you closed by disobedience. 
Woe to thee ! imhappypeople ; 
Woe to thee ! forlorn Bibemia ! 

SXNTO. 

Heavens ! what voice so sad and mournful 
Palls upon my ear ? it pierceth 
Like an arrow through my bosom, 
To my heart's core penetrating. 
Learn who thus doth interrupt me 
In the moment of mv sorrow. 
Who but I has need for wailing ? 
Who but I has cause for sorrow ? 

This, my gracious lord, is Patrick, 
Who since he has come to Ireland, 
Back from Some, and since the Pontiff 
Unto him has given the title 
And pre-eminence of Bishop, 
Wanders thus about the icdand^ 



' 
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PATBIOK. 

Woe to thee ! forlorn Hibemia t 
Woe to thee ! unhappy people ! 

IkUer PATBIOK. 

KiKa. 

Patrick, who my bitter anguish 
Interruptest, and my suffering 
Doublest, with your golden accents, 
Their deceitful poison hiding, 
Why thus persecute me P Wherefore 
Wander thus about my kingdom, 
Preaching novel modes of worship, 
And by frauds our peace disturbing P 
Here the scope of all our knowledge 
Is that we are bom and perish ; 
'Tis the doctrine we inherit 
In the natural school our fathers 
Have bequeathed us. But, Patrick ! 
Who is this new God thou preachest, 
Who doth give us life eternal, 
When this mortal life is over P 
When the soul forsakes the body. 
How can it a new life enter, 
Whether of reward or suffering ? 

PATBICK. 

By its being fidly loosened 
From the body, which to nature 
Oiveth back the human portion. 
Which is only dust and ashes — 
And the spiritual essence. 
To the upper sphere arising. 
Finds the goal of all its labours — 
If in grace it haply dieth. 
Which is first conferred by baptism — 
Ever after by repentaace. 
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See ihiB tarn of maftdtleas beeiify. 
In her own blood eoldty ^7™& 
Is she living at tiua moment r 



If 80, the tnith eatftUiBh 
Bjr some proof. 



O Lord of Heaven ! 
Tom tliine ear nnto thy servant — 
Here 'tis needful to exhibit 
Tour almighly power and greatness. 



You do not answer me. 

PATSICfK. 

The Heavens 
Wish themselves to give you answer: 
In the name of Gk>d, I bid thee, 
Prostrate corse, thy soul resuming, 
Bise and live — ^in this way giving 
Proof of all the words Tve spoken ; 
Preaching thus the Christian doctrine. 

[^She arises. 

POLOSIA. 

Alas ! alas ! — Oh ! Heaven preserve me ! 
Oh ! how many things are open'd 
To the soul !— Oh ! Lord Almighty, 
Stay the red hand of thy justice. 
Do not hurl against a woman 
All the rigour of thy anger. 
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AU the lightningB of thy power. 

Wbere, ohi wlMore Bhall i ocmceal me 

If thy 4X>unteiiaiioe be wrathful P 

Fall upon me, rocks and mountainB ! 

Mine own enemy, this moment 

I would think it joy to hide me 

From thy sight in earth's dark centre. 

But of what advantage were it, 

If to everr phice I fly to, 

I should Snng with me the memoiy 

Of my crime and my affliction P 

See this mountain-range recedeth ! 

See this hill hangs thieat'ning over ! 

See even Heaven itself doth &emble. 

Shaken on its poles. The tempest 

Throws its blackened shades around me. 

Now my trembling footsteps Mter — 

Now the waves recede before me, 

Everything but wild-beasts fly me, 

Which approach as if to seize me. 

Pity — >mi^ty Lord ! have pity ! 

Mercy 1 mercy ! Lord Almighty — 

Humbly do I ask for bapticmi. 

And to die in grace and favour. 

Mortals I mortals! listen! listen! 

Christ is living ! Christ is reigning ! 

Christ is the ^ue God — ^the only. 

Of your crimes repent ! repent ye ! IMnt. 

PHILIP. 

What a prodigy ! 

A wonder ! 

LBSBIA. 

What a miracle ! 

LAOGHAIBB. 

How glorious ! 
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KING. 

What enchantment ! what bewitchment ! 
Which of you this sight beKeveth P 

ALL. 

Christ is the true God Almighty I 

Euro. 

Can you not perceive, blind people, 
How appearances deceiye you ? 
But to make this matter certain, 
I will own myself in error, 
If a little while disputing, 
Patrick doth convince my reason ; 
To the argument then listen — 
If man's spirit were immortal. 
It could never rest a moment 
-Prom some active operation. 

PATBICK. 

Yes, and this is proved in slumber ; 
±or the shapes that dreams engender 

^^- K^?^^8 ^^ *^e spirit, 
Which doth never sleep ; but even 
Er« ^^-l!?«^^«d from the senses, 
Forms unperiect words and actions ; 
I his IS why man often dreameth 
ihmgs he waking never thought ofc 

Kara 

wl J!^^ s^Polonia lately 
Was ahve or dead : if only 

Heaven or Hftll oo ^^^° 

If 'twere Heavek IT ^^« *a?gtt ^ '• 
aeaven. It shocks God's meroy,. 
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That for anj ctaue, a spirit 
Wbich had been allowed to enter 
Hearen, and taste his grace and fayour, 
Should be sent back to the world : 
This appears to me quite certain. — 
If in hell, 'twould shock his justice. 
For it were not just that any 
Soul, which punishment did merit, 
Should obtain so great a favour 
As to have the chance of gaining 
Grace a second time : it follows, 
Either that jour words were idle. 
Or that, in God's nature, justice 
Is another name for mercy : 
Where then was Polonia's spirit ? 

PATBIOK. 

Hear, Egerio, how I answer : 
I concede that Hell or Glory 
Must be the great goal and centre 
Of the soul baptized, whence no one 
Can depart : for so 'tis written 
In the laws of the Eternal — ^ 

Speakii^ of God's usual ways — 
But if God so willed it, using 
His omnipotence, the pit«fall 
Of the deepest hell should yield up 
Any soul that he demanded : 
But this now is not the question. 
When a soul is doomed to enter 
One or other of the places, 
WeU it knows its fate the moment 
That it leayes the mortal body, 
Neyer to return thereafter : 
But when it is doomed to yisit, 
Once again, the earth, it wanders 
Like a trayeller through creation, 
And, in this way hangs suspended 
yoL. II. * p 
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In the imiverse — b portion ' 

Of itself — ^without obtamiiig 
Any local habitation : 
For the Omnipotent— -the Highest — 
Knowing all things bj hia pxesciencey 
Since the instant that his essence 
Drew the world and all its wcmders 
Into light — ^a glorious copj 
Of his own divine idea — 
Seeing that this thing would happen, 
That this soul would come baek hither 
Held it for a time suspended, 
Without giving or denying 
It a final place to dweU in. 
So far, as a theologian, 
Have I answered your objection ; 
But another truth remaineth 
To be told : th^e are more places 
In the other world, than those of 
Everlasting pain and glory : 
Learn, O King, that there's another^ 
"Which is Purgatory ; whither 
, riies the soul that has departed 
In a state of grace ; but bearing 
Still some stains of sins upon it : 
For with these no soul can enter 
Qod's pure kingdom — ^there it dwelleth 
Till it purifies and burneth 
All the dross irom out its nature, . 
Then it fiieth, pure and Hmpid, 
Into God's divmest presence. 

KIKG. 

So you say, but I have nothing, 
Save your own words, to convince me ; 
Give me of the soul's existence 
Some strong proof— some indicati<»ai— ^ 
^Something tangible and ^ertain-^ 
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Which mj hands may feel and map at ; 
And sinee jou appear so powemd 
With your Qod^ you can implore him, 
That to finish my conversion, 
He may show some real being, 
Not a mere ideal essence, 
Which all men can touch : remember, 
But one single hour remaineth 
For this task : this day you give us 
Certain proofs of pain or glory. 
Or you die : where we are standing 
Let your GKkL display his wonders — 
And since we, perhaps, nay merit 
Neither punishment nor glory. 
Let the other place be shown us, 
Which you say is Purgatory ; 
That we all may know and worship 
God's almighty power and greatness : 
Now His honour rests upon thee — 
You can tell him to defend it ! 

\^They all go oid hut patbice. 

PJLTBICE. 

, Here, mighty Lord, dart down thy searching glance, 
Arm'd with the dreadful lightnings of thine ire, 
Wing'd with thy vengeance as the bolt with fire, 
And rout the squadrons of fell ignorance : 
Come not in pity to the hostile band. 

Treat not as mends thy enemies abhorr'd-— 
But sinee they ask for portents, mighty Lord, 
« Come with the blood-^red lightnings in thy hand. 
Of old, Elias ask'd with burning siffhs 
For chastisement, and Moses did display 
Wonders and portents : in the selfsame way 
Listen, O Lord, to my beseeching cries. 
And though I be not great or good as they, 
Still let my accents pierce the listening skies ! 
- Portents and chastisement, both day and night, 

p2 
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I ask, O Lord, maj from tby hand be given j. 
That Purgatory, Hell, and Heaven 
May be revealed imto these mortals' sight. 

A good AKGBL descends on one side and a had angsi. 

on the other. 

BAB AKGEL. 

Eearfal that the favouring skies 
May accede to Patrick's prayer, 
And discover to him where 
Earth's most wondrous treasure lies ; 
Like a minister of light 
Hither have I dared to range. 
That I may disturb and change 
That same prayer with demon might. 

GOOD AlfGEX. 

Back again, then, thou mayst soar, . 
Cruel monster ; to defend 
Patrick do I here attend : 
But be silent, speak no more : — 
Patrick, God has heard thy prayer, 
He has listen'd to thy vows ; 
And as thou hast ask'd, allows 
Earth's great secrets to lie bare. 
Seek along this island ground 
Por a vast and darksome cave. 
Which restrains the lake's dark wave. 
And supports the mountains round ; 
He who dares to go therein. 
Having first contritely told 
All his faults, shall there behold 
Where the soul is purged from sin : 
He shall see with mortal eyes 
Hell itself — where those who die 
In their sins for ever Ue, 
In the fire that never dies. 
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He shall see, in blest fruition, 
Where the happy spirits dw^U. 
But of this be sure as well — 
He who without true contrition 
Enters there to idlj try 
What the cave may be, doth go 
To his death — ^he*]l suffer woe 
While the Lord doth reign on high — 
Who this daj shall set 70U free 
From this poor world's weariness ; 
It is thus that Gt)d doth bless 
Those who love his name like thee. 
He shall grant to you, in pity, 
Bliss undream'd by mortal men — 
Making thee a denizen 
Of his own celestial city. 
He shall to the world proclaim. 
His omnipotence and glory. 
By the wondrous Purgatory, 
Which shall bear thy sainted name. 
Lest thou think the promise yain 
Of this miracle diyine, 
I shall take this shape malign, 
Which came hither to profane 
Your deyotion and within 
This dark eayem's dread abyss 
Pling it ; there to howl and hiss 
In the eyerlaflting din. 

[2^c Angeh disappear. 

PATBICK. 

May the Heavens proclaim thy praise ! 
For thou lovest to impart, 
Mighty Lord ! how great thou art, 
By thy wonder-working ways ! 
Come, Egerio ! 

[^All enter. 
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xnro. 
WeU! 

PATEICK. 

With me 
Come along this mountain's base, 
Thou shalt see the destined place — 
Thou and all who come with thee — 
Where the severed souls remain ; 
Some in bliss and some in pain — 
Of a never-ending sorrow, 
Of a night that knows no morrow, 
Thou a rapid glance shalt £;ain : 
Thou shalt see where angels dwell 
In a bright and happy sphere. 
In the wonders buried here 
Thou shalt see both Heaven and Hell ! 



SCENE IV. — A BZMOTE PABT Or THE MOVN- 
TAIK : AT THE EXTBEHITT OF THE 8TA0E A 
QLOOMT CAVEBir. 



£nter the kikg, philip, lesbia, laoohaibe, the 
CAPTAiir, and a crowd of people, conducted hy 

PATEICK. 

Pause, O Patrick ! thou art going 
To a dark and dismal spot — 
Where the mid-day Bxm hath not 
Ever entered bright and glowing — 
Where no living thing is growing, ^ 

Shunn'd at once by man and brute. 
Cease then &om thy vain endeavour^ 
!Por that rugged path was never 
Trodden by a human foot I 
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PHILIP. 

We for many a lengthen'd year, 
Who have lived here from our youth, 
Never dared to'leam the truth 
Of the secietB hidden here : 
For the entrance did appear 
Terror-guarded, as to make 
Even the bravest bosom chill ! 
None have ever cross'd this hill, 
Or this dark mviterious lake. 

suro. 

And the only sound we heard, 
B(Hne the troubled wind along, 
Was the sad funereal song 
Of some lone nocturnal bird. 

PHILIP. 

Do not persist to enter here. 

PATEICK. 

Let not fear disturb your breasts — 
*Tis a heavenly treasure rests 
In this cavern. 

What is fear ? 
Gould the wild volcano wake 
Any feeling of the name ? 
No ; although the central flame 
Bush'd thereout, and lightnings brake 
From the Heaven's disjointed sphere— 
Though the cover*d earth were brown 
With the smoke and fire rain*d down, 
Tet my soul were proof to fear. 

Unter poloioa. 

POLOKIA. 

Stay! unhappy people, stay ! 
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Dsring, wild, and indiacreet, 
Pass not in with erring feet-— 
Buin lieth in the way ! 

From myself^ with hurried fftotatepa, flying, 
I hare sought this wilderness profound : 
Where the pure bright summer beam is dying 
In the shadow of this hill oak-crown*d — 
That at length as in its dark graye lying, 
Never more could my offence be found ; 
Here I seek a brief repose from strife, 
Shutting out the angry waves of life — 

Not a guide had hostile fate decreed me. 
As I dared upon my path to stray, 
Vain the hand that would attempt to lead me, 
Through the tangled wildness of the way ; 
From the terror yet I have not freed me — 
From the admiration and dismay, 
Which were waken'd by this mountain's gloom, 
And the hidden wonders of its womb ; 

See this rock (that it has not decended 
O'er the vale a miracle appears !) 
StiU it hangs as it has hung suspended, 
Threat'ning ruin for unnumber'd years ; 
In the mountain's cavem'd jaws extended 
Still it lieth — checks and interferes 
With the breath that from this cave escapes. 
Wherewith the melancholy mountain gapes :* 



'" But I remember, 



Two miles on this side of the fort, the road 
Crosses a deep ravine ; 'tis rough and narrow, 
And winds with short turns down the precipice ; 
And in itg depth, there is a mighty rock 
Which hat from vmrnagvnabU yeaa% 
StMtained itseif with terror and vnth toil 
Over the gvZf, and with the agony 
With which it climgt teeme slowly comdng down : 
Even as a wretched soul hour after hour 
Clings to the mass of life : yet, dinging, leans ; 
And leaning, makes more dark the dread ahys< ' 
In which it fears to Mi ; beneath this crag 



— 1 
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By these cypreBB-trees, in terror tpeeding 
Through the lips of aever'd rocks, I stray'd. 
There I saw a monstrous neck receding, 
Deep and dark and noisome in the shade, 
Thou^ little life the sunless air was hreedin^, 
Some useless plants ahoutthe entrance play'd 
Of that vast space — the horror and affright 
Of day, and dwelling of the frozen night : 

I enter'd there to try and make my dwelling 
Within the cave : hut here my accents fful, 
My trouhled voice, against my will rebelling, 
Doth interrupt so terrible a tale : 
What novel horror, all the past excelling. 
Must I relate to you, with cheeks all piue. 
Without cold terror on my bosom seizing, 
And even my voice, my breath, my action 
freezing P 

But scarce had I o'ercome my hesitation. 

And gone within the cavern's vaults profound, 
When I heard such shrieks of lamentation, 
Screams of grief that shook the walls around — 
Curses, blasphemy, and desperation ; 
Crimes avow'd that would even Hell astound — 
Which the Heavens, determined not to hear, 
Had placed within this prison dark and drear. 

Let him come who doubts what I am telling — 
Let him bravely enter who denies— 
Soon his ears shall hear the dreadful yelling, 
Soon the horrors gleam before his eyes — 
But for me I feel my bosom swelling. 
And my tongue grow silent with surprise : 



Huge M despair, as if in weariness. 
The melancholy mountain yawns." — ^The Csirci. 
Shelley says, " iloi idea in tlus speech was suggested by a 
most sublimepassage in 'ElPurgatorio de San l^atricio of 
Galderon." Tltd same idea is to be found in '* Amor des- 
pues de la Muerte," and probably in some other diamas 
of Calderon. 
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I must ceaae — ^for it is wrong, I feel. 
Heaven's most wondrous secrets to reveal. 

PATBICK. 

This cave, Egerio, which you see, concealeth 
Many mysteries of life and death, 
Not for him whose hardened bosom feeleth 
Nought of true repentance or true faith. 
But he who freely enters, who revealeth 
All his sins with penitential breath, 
8hall endure his purgatory then. 
And return forgiven back again. 

Dost thou think, O Faiarick, that my spirit 
Is so despicable, poor, and weak, 
That a woman's nature I inherit ? ^ 
But which of you shall enter ? Philip, speak. 

PHILIP. 

My Lord, I dare not. 

Captain, then the merit 
Is for thee. 

CAPTAIN. 

My Lord, some other seek. 

SUKG. 

Laoghaire, thou wilt not act like those P 

LAOGHAIBE. 

My gracious Lord, the Heavens interpose ! 

KING. 

O cowards ! lost to every sense of shame ! 
Unfit to gird the warrior's sword around 
Your shrinking loins — Men are ye but in 
name! 
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Well, I myself shall be the first to sound 
The depths of this enchantment and proclaim 
Unto this Christian, that my heart unawed, 
Nor dreads his incantations, nor his Gk>d ! 
[Here the mouth of the cave is discovered^ 
the most horrible that can he imagined ; 
within it is a pit, into which soebio 
rushes ; he sinks in it with much noise — 
flames rise from below, and many voices 
are heard,'] 

POLOIOA. 

How terrible ! 

ULO0HAIBI. 

How awful ! 

PHILIP, 

What a wonder ! 

CAPTAHr. 

The earth is breathing out its central fire. 

\_JEsnt. 

LAOGHAIBE. 

The axes of the sky are burst asunder. [^Exit. 

POLOiriA. 

The Heavens are loos'ning their collected ire. 

LESBIA. 

The earth doth shake, and peals the sullen 
thunder. \Exit. 

patbice:. 

Mighty Lord, who will not now admire 
Thy wondrous works ? [^Eccit, 

PHILIP. 

Who that is not insane 
Will enter Patrick's Purgatory again P {J&r»V. 
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ACT III. SCENE L— A stbbbt. 



Enter jttan "PAVLy fantastiealUf dressed as a soldier, 
and LrDOVico very pensive. 

PAUL. 

Some day I knew 'twould happen so, 

And that the day has come is plain, 

When I should ask you to explain 

What I so much desire to know : 

You will remember, in the dark, 

How, from my cabia I did start, 

To point you out the nearest part 

Where you, with safety, might embar^. 

Another time, pray recollect, 

Tou said. Or come with me, or die — 

Of two such evils how that I 

The greater evil did select. 

Which was to follow in your train — 

How, as a shadow, at thv side, 

With thee I've wander' d far and wide. 

Throughout fair Italy, and Spain, 

France, Scotland, England, all have been 

Explored by us, and we, in fact. 

Have left no strange and distant tract 

Unvisited. At length we're seen. 

Thus having pass'd o'er land add sea. 

Upon the Irish coast again : 

I, Juan Paul, with 'wilder'd brain, 

Confused, amazed at what I see — 

Your hair, and beard of monstrous size — 

Your counterfeited voice — ^your dress 

So changed — ^implore you to confess 

Why thou dost wear such strange disguise ?— • 

By day you never leave the inn, 
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But in the frostYy midnight air 
A thousand wild exploits you dare, 
Without remembering we are in 
A land where everythmff has changed — 
Where nothing can be beard or seen 
As we remember they had been, 
When formerly this land we ranged : 
Efferio the King is dead, 
Killed bj despair's unceasing pains, 
And Lesbia, his daughter, reigns, 
Queen of this kingdom in his stead. 
Because Polonia 

LUnOTICO. 

Oh! proceed, 
But name me not Polonia's name ; 
Do not destroy my trembling frame, 
Nor terrify me with s deed 
Por which so many tears I shed ! — 
I know at length rolonia died. 

PATO. 

Our host, with whom we here abide, 
Told me, as how they found her dead, 
And 

LUnOTICO. 

Cease, I do not wish that thou 
The manner of her death should state — 
Enough for me to mourn her fate. 

PAUL. 

He also said, the people now 
Are all good Christians here ; they know 
The sinM state from which they fled. 
Because, one Patrick, who is dead 

LUDOVIOO. 

Is Patrick dead P 
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PAUL. 



Our host says so. 

IiVBOYICO. 

Badlj have I fulfill'd my vow — [Aside. . 

Proceed : 

PAUL. \ 

The faith of Christ did preach, j 

And, as a proof that he did teach I 

The truth about the soul, and how i 

It seeks in death some other clime, 
A wondrous cave discover' d here, 
And what a cave ! He shakes with fear 
Who hears it named ! 

LUDOVICO. 

^ Another time 
I heard the same miraculous tale, 
Which made my hair in terror stand. 
They say the dwellers in this land 
See sights that make the boldest quail. 

PAUL. ! 

Since thou, in melancholy mood, 

In mingled terror and affright. 

Nor use thy tongue, nor use thy sight, \ 

But hide as if by foes pursued : | 

Since this is so, Sefior, 'tis clear 

You have not come to hear or see 

These things, how wondrous they may be. 

Say then, at once, what brings us here ? — 

Nor think my doubts impertinent. 

LUDOVICO. 

I'll answer all — ^from out your cot 
I took you — in some lonely spot 
To slay you was my first intent — 
But then it better did appear 
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To take you where my steps might wend, 
As mj eompanion and my friend — 
Throwing aside the dreadful fear 
That made me shun the sight of man, 
In fine, that you being with me, Paul, 
I might find solace, after all ; 
Through many yarious lands we ran, 
'^OT didst thou, as we roam*d along. 
Feel need of aught. But now I'll say 
Why we are here — it is to slay 
A man who did me grieyous wrong : 
It is on this account I go. 
Concealing country, dress, and name, 
It is at this I ever aim 
Throughout the nifi;ht, because my foe 
Is the most powerml person here I 
And that I may to you confide 
Why you to-day are at my side : 
Listen, the cause shall soon appear — 
Three days have pasB*d away since I . 
Came to this city in disguise. 
And twice beneath the midnigbt skies, 
Here have I sought my enemy, 
In his own street, at ms own door, 
Each time a figure pass'd me by, 
Disguised, and so contriyed that I 
Had to postpone the death I swore. 
He call'd me in the lonely street, 
And when I sought to reach him near. 
To me he seem'd to disappear, 
As if the wind were in his feet — 
To-night I thought it best that you 
Should come alone with me, that so 
The figure we mi^t surely know — 
Caught as it were between us two. 

PA17I<. 

Who are the two ? 
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LUDOTIOO. 

Why, you and I. 
I am not one. 

LXTDOTICO. 

Not one ? 

PAUL. 

Oh! no, 
Sefior, whenever you will go 
On such exploits as now you try, 
I am not one, nor half a one — 
With my Lord Shadow's fearful stories. 
Or with my Lady Purgatory's, 
I am determined to have done : 
In all my life, by day or night, 
The other world's strange affairs 
Were never known among my cares ; 
Methinks in this I acted right — 
But place me 'gainst a thousand men, 
And if I quickly do not run 
Prom the whole thousand — nay, from one, 
Call me the maddest mortal then. 
Por who would rather choose to die. 
Who for a little race at most — 
A thing of such a trifling cost — 
Gould his own life and safety buy ? 
My life I value very high — 
Here leave me till you've done, and then, 
Seilor, come back for me again. 

LTTDOTICO. 

This is the house : Philip must die 
To-night beneath my vengeful hiknd-r . , 
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We soon shall s^e if Hearen defSands 
His life, or only but pretends — 
Here in this place you best can stand. 

HtUer a fioube muffled in a cloak. 

PAUL. 

That I doubt ; — ^but some one oometh. 

LUDOVIOO. 

Fortune doth this night be&iend me, 
Since it gives me the occasion 
Now to take a double vengeance : 
Nothing shall disturb mj fury, 
Kothinp; shall prevent my slaying, 
First, this stnmge, mysterious figure ; 
Philip's death shall follow after. 
*Tis the person that I spoke of. 
By his gait and dress I know him : 
But what terror makes me tremble 
To behold him ? 

Ludovico! 

LUDOVIOO. 

Cavalier, two nights already 
Have I met you here : inform me, 
If you call me, whv thus fly me ; 
If you seek me, why depart thus P 

FIGURE. 

Follow me, you then shall know me ! 

LUDOVICO. 

Pardon me, I have some business 
In this street that makes it needful 
Here to be without a witness ; 
And in killing you, 1*11 fancy 

VOL. II. Q 
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That I kill another peracm : 

Draw or not your sword, this moment 

I shall take a double vengeance : 

[^Draws his sword and strikes at the Wigure^ 
hut only cuts the air,'] 
Heavens ! 'tis but the air I strike at ! 
Intercept him, Paul, beside thee. 

PAUL. 

I don't practise intercepting. 

LTTDOTIOO. 

Through the cit^ I shall track thee, 

Up and down, till I discover 

W ho and what you are. Ah ! vainly [Aside, 

Does my sword flash out its lightnings 

To destroy him — they are powerless, 

Either to offend or touch him. 

[They go out^ Enio striking at the. Figure 
mihout touching it."] 

Enter fhilip. 

PAUL. 

God be with them ! One has vanished [Aside, 

From the street, and now another 

Comes to me. I am bewilder' d — 

Like St. Antony, I'm tempted, 

Both by figures and by phantoms : 

I must hide me in this doorway, 

Till the other passes by me. 

PHILIP. 

Love— aspiring, wild, and daring — 
With the favours of a kingdom — 
Makes me now a happy lover. 
For Polonia, in the desert 
Living among trees and brambles. 
Citizen of lonely mountains — 
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Idander of lake^bonnd isletSy 
Has leaiffned unto her sister 
Lesbia, the throne and kingdom. 
I, through interest more than love, 
Paj unceasing court to Lesbia, 
Worshipping her rank and station : 
Now I come from hopeful conTerse 
With her at her grated window : 
But what's this P— -each night a stranger 
Here I meet upon my threshold ! 

PAITIi. 

Ah ! this way it is approaching — 
Why to me comes eyeiy phantom ? 



Cavalier ! 

PJLUL. 

I do not answer 
To that name : he is addressing 
Some one else* 

PHILIP. 

This is my dwelling. 

PAUL. 

Well, thank Ood! I'm not your tenant : 
Por a thousand years enjoy it, 
Without courtiers for your lodgers. 

PHUJP. 

If you here are forced to tarry, 
It concerns me not. Allow me 
Boom to pass you in the entrance. 

PAUL. 

What a dvil-^spoken phantom ! [Aside. 

Ah ! these ghosts are arrant cowards ! 

q2 
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Whether here, Sir, I hare businesB, 
Or have not, it makes no matter ; 
Here to enter you are welcome — 
I would be the last to hinder 
Any gentleman from going 
Home to bed. 

PHILIP. 

You much oblige me ! 
Truly very valiant shadows [Aside. 

Haunt this street ; 'tis somewhat curious 
That for several nights a stranger 
Here I've met, who, when I seek him, 
Eades among the darksome doorways : 
But this matter naught concerns me. [UxH. 
[PAXIL draws Mi sword Ofid affects to follow 

PHILIP. 

PATTL. 

Now he's gone, I may be valiant. 
G-ood Mr. Shadow, stop, I pray thee, 
Or, if not Mr. — Miss, or Madam : . 
Ah ! I cannot overtake him — 
Heavens ! 'tis but the air I strike at ! — 
Well if this the cavalier is 
Whom we have so long expected, 
He is a most lucky feUow 
To have got to bed so safely : 
But another sound approaches — 
Sword-strokes mix'd with angry voices ; 
Here they come — ^but thus I leave them. 

Enter the cloaked figube cmd Lunovico. 

LTTDOVICO. 

Cavalier ! we have departed 
From the street : if there was in it 
Aught to interrupt our combat : 
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Here, at length, we two are standing 
Face to face, to end the quarrel — 
Since my sword cannot offend you, 
I must learn, upon you rushing, 
Who and what you are. Acknowledge 
Are you phantom, man, or demon ? 
Are you silent ? then 'tis needful 
That your dark disguise I open, 

And discover 

{^He tears open the cloak and discovers a 
skeleton. 

Heayen defend me ! 
What is this P Oh ! Lord Almighty ! 
What a spectacle of terror ! — 
Horrid vision ! Grisly phantom ! 
Stiff and fleshless corse, who are you — 
Ashes feigning life and motion? 

PIOTJBE. 

Mortal, know you not yourself ? 

Here you see your truest picture— 

I am Ludovico Enio ! [^Disn^^pears, 

LTJDOVICO. 

Aid me, Heaven ! what dismal tidings ! 
Aid me. Heaven ! what fearful vision ! 
Shadows, sorrows crowd around me. 
And my wretched life is over ! 

^He falls on the ground. 

JEnter pavl. 

PAUL. 

'Tis my master's voice that calleth — 
See, my lord, that succour cometh 
Now in me : 

LTJDOTICO. 

Oh ! horrid monster ! 
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Wh J return again P Thy aoeents 
Overwhelm mj aoul ! 

PATO. 

He'a frantic — 
I am not a horrid monster, 
But poor Juan Paul — that ninny — 
Who too faithfully attends thee, 
Without knowing why or wherefore. 

LXrjDOTIOO. 

Paul, excuse me, that my terror 
Made me first not recognise thee. 
That indeed is little wonder 
When my very self I know not. 
Did you see, as here you enter'd, 
A dread shape — a grisly spectre P — 
One by fleshless bones supported — 
One with fingers cold and rigid- 
One with eyeless sockets stannj; — 
Where is he P 

PAUL. 

Indeed, I know not : 
Had I seen him, on the instant, 
I, more dead than he, had &llen. . 

LunoYico. 

And so would every human being : 
Thus I fell, with stifled accents. 
All my senses scared or frozen — 
All my limbs with cold lead fetter'd — 
While, above me,.8eem'd descending 
Of two poles, the wondrous structure, 
By my strength alone supported ; 
And from everything around me 
There did start some hidden terror : 
Mighty rocks from gentle flowers — 
Giants from the midst of roses : 
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For the earth from out its centre, 
Elung its gridj host of shadows, 
And I saw myself among them I 
From that sight, in pity, hide me, 
Oracious Heaven ! O Earth, conceal me 
In your darkest, central caverns, 
That I ne'er again may see me ! 
Or, if that sad siffht be needful. 
Let me see myseu the monster 
That I was — ^the daring rebel, 
Proud, insane, and disobedient, 
Who God's law so violated — 
He, for whom, if Gk>d would punish 
Crimes as they deserve, the torments 
Even of Hell were insufficient — 
Which he must endure for ever, 
While Gk)d reigns or hell existeth ; — 
Eut this truth I treasure also, 
That these crimes have been committed 
'Ghiinst a God so full of mercy. 
That I yet can gain their pardon. 
If, with bitter tears, I weep them : 
Such repentance now doth seize me ; 
And that I, even from this moment, 
Mav become a new-bom creature. 
In His saving hands I place me : 
Not according to thy justice. 
Judge me, O eternal Father ! 
Sut according to thy mercy ; 
For thy attributes are blended 
Eoth of mercy and of justice : 
Deign to let me know some method 
Of repentance, of atonement : 
What will be a satisfaction 

For my life ? 

{^Musie within, 

VOICES. 

The Purgatory ! 
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LVIIOTICO. 

HeavenB ! what sonorous accents 
Breathe around ! A reyelation 
Do they seem, for Heayen assisteth 
The repentant, humbled sinner, 
In its own mysterious manner : 
And since comes the inspiration 
Erom on high, I wish to enter 
Into Patrick's Purgatory : 
Humbly and devoutly keeping 
Thus the promise that I gave him, 
If indeed it be my fortune — 
There to meet with holy Patrick : 
If the trial haye its dangers, — . 
Since all human strength is pow^tap 
Either to resist its terrors, 
Or to bear the awful torments 
Which the yengeful demons fashion — 
Still I should remember likewise 
That my crimes were just as dreadful, 
And that in the same j)roportion 
I must suffer — as physicians. 
Caring desperate diseases. 
Act on desperate prescriptions. — 
Paul, come with me, you shall see me 
At the bishop's feet laid prostrate 
With repentance and with terror ; 
All my dreadful sins confessing. 

PAUL. 

No, Sir — ^you must take this journey 
By yourself — a man so valiant 
Surely needeth no companion — 
And it seems an innovation 
That a gentleman should go to 
Hell attended by his valet : 
To my village I shall saunter. 
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Where Til live without yezation,— 

If I need must have hob^blinBy 

Lucy will be quite sufficient* [JSxit. 

LITBOyiOO. 

As my many crimes were publiC| 
So shall be my deep repentance — 
Like a man possessed I'll wander 
Through the world, my sins proclaiming : 
Men, wild beasts, deserted mountains, 
Starry globes, dim wildernesses, 
Tender plants, dry sapless elm-trees, 
I am Ludovico Enio ! 
' At my name with horror tremble ! 
I, who lately was the proudest, 
Now confess myself the humblest ; 
I have faith and firm reliance 
That you yet shall see me happy, 
If in G-od*s name blessed Patrick 
Aid me in the Purgatory. lExit. 



The interview between Ludoyioo, Enio, and the Skeleton, 
at p. 229, says a recent writer, " is a scene truly Calderonic 
— ^the hour, the place, the intended assassin, and the sudden 
reflection of himself with his guilty conscience impersonate 
before him ; it reminds us of that wild &ble of Jeremy Taylor 
or Fuller, about the bird with a human &cO, that feeds on 
human flesh until it chances to see its reflection in a stream, 
and then it pines away for grief that it has killed its fellow.*' 
— Westhinstbb BEyisw, vol. liy. p. 806. 
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SCENE n. — A, WILD KOUITTAIK BISTBICT ; A 
LAKS Hr THB DIBTAirOS. 



POLONIA appears upon ihe slope of a mountain ; 
she descends slowly to the stage, 

FOLOiriA. 

To Thee, O Lord ! my spirit climbs, 

To Thee from every lonely hill 

1 bum to sacrifice my wiU 

A thousand and a thousand times. 

And such my boundless love to Thee, 

I wish each will of mine a living soul could be. 
Would that my love I could have shown 

By bearing for thy sake, instead i 

Of that poor crown that press'd my head, * i 

Some proud, imperial, goldea cro^- ' 

Some empire, which the sun surveys 

Through all its daily course and gilds with con- | 

stant rays. I 

This humble home, 'neath rocks uphurl'd, ' 

In which I dwell, though poor and small, \ 

Compared to this great mountain-wall, 

Is the eighth wonder of the world — 

The smallest cave that in it lies 

Exceeds the halls of kings in majesty and size. 
Ear better on some natursd lawn. 

To see the mom its gems bestrew, 

Or watch it weeping pearls of dew 

"Within the white arms of the dawn ; 

Or view, before the sun, the stars 

Drive o'er the brighten'd plain their swiftly 
fading cars. 
Ear better to behold, when free, 
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Through Heayen, the shades of eyeBing play — 

The shining chariot of the day 

Gk> down amid the western sea — 

Better in darkness and in light, 

My yoice should speak thj praise, Lord, by 

day and night ! 
Than to endure the inner strife — 
The specious glare, but real weight 
Of pomp, and power, and pride, and state, 
And all the yanities of life : 
How would we shudder could we deem 
That life itself, in truth, is but a fleeting 

dream! 

JSnter ludovico. 

LXJDOTIOO. 

True to my purpose, on I go, [Aside, 

With footsteps strong, and bosom braye. 
Looking for that mysterious caye 
Where the pitying Heayens will show 
How my saiyation I may gain 
By bearing in this life the Purgatorial pain : 

[To POLONIA. 

Diyinest woman ! if you be 

A dweller in this lonely ground. 

Or in the neighbouring lulls around, 

The shortest way point out to me. 

That leads unto the wondcous caye. 

Where penitential man his liying soul may saye. 

POI.ONIA. 

Eortimate trayeller, to whom 

This boon was granted at thy birth. 

To seek that treasure which the earth 

Conceals within its richest womb — 

Well can I guide thee on thy way, 

Por this, and this alone, amid these wilds I stay. 
This mountain, do you see ? 
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LTTDOVICO. 

I flee [Aside. 

My death in it. 

poLOiru- 

Oh ! woe and fear ! [Aside. 
My soul ! what man is this that's here P 

LUDOVICO. 

I cannot think that it is she ! [JLside. 

POLOIOA. 

Can it be he whom now I scan P [Aside. 

LUDOVICO. 

It is that hapless maid ! [Aside. 

POLOiriA. 

It is that wretched man ! [Aside. 

LTTDOVICO. 

It may be only an illusion, 
Sent to dazzle and mislead, 
My intent to change — Proceed : [To polokia» 

POLOKIA. 

Can it be for my confusion, [Aside. 

Man's dread enemy- doth send 
This spectre in my path ? 

LTOOVIOO. 

You do not speak. 

POLOiriA. 

Attend : 
This monstrous hill, with rocks bestrown. 
Full well the dreaded secret knows, 
But no one to its centre goes 



\ 
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B^ walking o'er the land alone. 
He who would see this wondrous cave 
Must in a bark put forth and tempt the lake's 
dark wave : 
Sevenge doth seek to burst its chain, [Atide, 
But pity doth its rage subdue. 

LITDOVICO. 

My di^s their darksome hours renew, {Ande, 
Since 1 behold her once again. 

POLOIOA. 

What feelings in my bosom blend ! [Aside. 

LTOOTICO. 

I feel as I were dead ! — ^You do not speak. 

P0L01<riA. 

Attend ! — 
This darksome lake doth all surround 

Ton hill that cleaves the heavens' deep blue — 

Across whose level wave, by you, 

An easy pathway mav be found ; 

And in the middle of the isle 

A convent's sacred walls beneath the sunlight 
smile ; 
Some holy monks inhabit there. 

And for this task alone they live, 

With pious zeal to freely give 

The helping hand, the strengthening prayer — 

Confession, and the Sacred Mass, 

And ev'ry pious aid to all who thither pass, 
TeUing them what they first must do 

Before thej dare presume to go, 

Alive, within the realm of woe-** 

Let not this enemy subdue l^Aside. 

My soul, O Lord ! 
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LUSOTIOO* 

My hopes are fiur, {^Ande, 

Let me not feel, O Lord ! the anguish of despair 1 
Seeing before my startled sight 
Mj greatest, deepest crime arise : 
Let not the fiend, my soul, that tries. 
Subdue me in this dreadful fight. 

POLONIA. 

What greater foe could rengeanoe lend lAside. 
Than he who standeth here P 

LTJDOTICO. 

You do not speak : 

POLOKIA. 

Attend : 

LXTDOVIOO. 

With quicker words your story tell, 
For well I know my soul doth need 
That I should go with swifter speed ! 

POLONIA. 

And me it doth import as well 
That you should go away. 

LUDOVICO. 

Agreed ! 
Now, woman, point the way to where my path 
doth lead« 

FOLOKIA. 

No one accompanied can pass 
Across the bosom of this lake. 
But each a little bark must take 
And tr^ alone the rippling glass, 
Being m that most trying strait. 
The lord of his own deeds — the master of his fate. 
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Come, where within a seeret cave. 
Beside the shore the boat doth lie. 
And trusting in the Lord on high, 
Embark upon the crystal waTO 
Of this remote and lonely 



LUnOTIOO. 

My life and all I have, O bark ! I trust to thee, 

And thus confide me to thy care : 

But, O my soul ! I shake with fear. 

For it a coffin doth appear, 

In which, presumptuously I dare 

To try this dark and icy tide I 

[1&» eni&rt within. 

FOLOKIA. 

Do not return, proceed, and in the Lord confide ! 

LimoTioo, within. 

Victory ! yictory is mine, 
Polonia, for before thjr siffht 
My spirit has not quailea. 

POLOiriA. 

To flight 
Haye I too made my wrath resign 
Here in this Babylonian realm. 

LUnOTIOO. 

wear doth not my soul 



The seemiuff^hape you 
o'erwhdm. 



Although you take a well-known form 
To turn me firom my path astray. 
And make me &lter on my way. 

FOLOKIA. 

Badly thy fear doth thee inform, 
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Poor trembler 1— ^nly rich in fear ; 
For I, Folonia's self, alone am standing here : 
The same your murderous dagger slew, 
Who hj the Heavens* mysterious grace 
Live in this wild and desert place, 
And feel more peace than e'er I knew. 

tTOOTTCO. 

Since I confess, with sorrowing heart, 
The many smful scenes in which IVe pby'd my 
part, 
Do thou pronounce my pardon too. 

POLONIA. 

You have my pardon and my prayers. 

LITDOVIOO. 

Naught fix)m my breast my firm faith scares. 



• 


POLOiriA. 


E^er confide 


in it. 




LITDOVIOO. 




Adieu! 




POLONLl. 


Adieu! 


• 




LITDOVIOO. 




May Qod his wrath restrain ! 



POLONLl. 

And may he bring you back victorious once 
again ! IMeit. 
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SCENE III.— THE ISLAND. 



^ter two CAKOirs begulab. 

FIB8T OAVOir. 

There's not the fidnteBt zephyr blowing, 
And yet the lake's calm waves are rippled, 
Doubtless, o'er its bosom, pilgrims 
To the island are approaching. 

SSCOKD CANOK. 

Let us, to the shore descending, 
Learn who are the daring mortals 
Who are bold enough to visit 
Our obscure and distant dwelling. 

Enter litdotioo. 

LUDOYIOO. 

To the waves I have confided 
My strange bark, or rather coffin : 
Who, through fire and snow, e'er ventured 
In his sepulchre till now P 
What a pleasant prospect opens ! 
Here methinks the spring has summon'd 
To her gay and varied Cortes 
The noble and plebeian fiower : 
There a dismal mountain riseth. 
And the two so greatly differ, 
That their very opposition 
Binds them in a closer bond : 
There are mournful night-birds wailing, 
With their screams awak'ning terror ; 
Here are joyful song-birds warbling 
Notes that fill the heart with joy : 
TOL. n. B 
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There the angry torrent msheth 
Headlong down the frowning mountain ; 
Here the gentle streamlet gUdeth, 
. Giving mirrors to the sun : 

Half-way 'twixt these different regions, 
One so fair and one so frowning, 
Biseth up a stately building. 
Which awakes my love and fear ! 

TIBST OAJTOK. 

Happy traveller, who hither 

Has to-day thy courage brought thee, 

LITDOVICO. 

'Twere better 
That before thy feet I kneel, 
But conduct me now in pity 
To the grave and reverend prior. 
Who this sacred convent rules. 

iriBST OANOir* 

I am he, although unworthy ; 

Speak, proceed, what interrupts thee P 

LTTDOVICO. 

Pather, if my name I mention. 
Much I fear that you will fly me, 
Frightened at the sound ; for truly 
All my actions are so wicked, 
That the shining air aroimd us, 
Not to see them, would be cover'd 
With a cloudy veil of mourning. 
I am an abyss of horror. 
And a stormy sea of fiiry ; 
I am a map of misbehaviour. 
And the world's most awful sinner — 
In a word, lest breath should ML me. 
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I am Ludovico Enio : 

I have come the care to enter. 

Where, if any satisfaction 

Can be made for crimes so deadly, 

My repentance there shaU make it. 

I have been absolved — confessing 

To the Bishop of Hibemia 

All my sins ; who being acquainted 

With my wish and my mtention 

Here to come, with love and council 

Strengthen'd my weak resolution, 

And for thee these letters gave me. 

[Oivesthem, 

FIBST OiJrOK. 

Ludovico, do not venture 

On so great an undertaking 

In one day, it is a subject » 

That requires deliberation — 

Stay with us our guest a short time, 

And reflect more calmly on it. 

LT7D0YIG0. 

Oh ! my father, I shall never 
Bise from where I now am kneeling 
Till you grant me this peat favour — 
It was God's own inspiration, 
That did drive me longing Hther, 
And not vanity, ambition, 
Nor desire to know the secrets 
Hidden here : do not, I pray thee, 
Interrupt my good intention, 
Por it is a true vocation ; 
Oh ! my father, yield in pity, 
G-rant this favour to my suff*ring. 
Grant my grief this consolation. 
Grant tms soothing to my sorrow. 

b2 
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TIBBT OAKOK. 

Little think'st thou, Ludovico, 
What is the great boon thou'rt asking, 
Eor it is through Hell's dread torment 
That jou seek to pass : your valour 
Will not bear you through the ordeal ! 
Many are there, Ludovico, 
Enter here, but few return. 

LTTDOVIOO. 

Fear doth not at all afiright me, 
Eor once more I do protest me, 
That my only wish or object 
Is to purge mv crimes— whose number 
Far exceeds the sands of ocean, 
Or the atoms of the sunbeam: 
I have hope and firm reliance 
In the Lord, whose name shall conquer 
• All the powers of Hell. 

The fervour 
Of the words you speak compel me 
Now the awful doors to open : 
This is the cavern, Ludovico ! 

[Opens the mouth of the cave. 

LTTDOVTOO. 

Heaven preserve me P 

7IBST CANON. 

Art thou frightened ? 

LUDOVICO. 

No ; and yet it makes me tremble. 

riEST CANON. 

Once again, I now implore you 



i 
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For no other cause to enter 
Here, except to ask for pardon 
For your sms. 



LODOVICO. 

I now am standing, 
Father, in the cave's dark entrance ; 
Listen to my protestation — 
Men and beasts, and skies and mountains, 
Day and night, and ye bright planets. 
Sun and moon — all, all thmgs listen 
To my thousand protestations : 
'Tis ^one to suffer torments 
For the sins that Tve committed 
That I enter here ; my penance 
Can be little satisfaction 
For my crimes ; but something tells me 
I shall find my soul's salvation. 

TiBST CAiroir. 

Enter then ; and ever with thee 
In thy mouth and in thy bosom 
Bear the sacred name of Jesus ! 



LTOOVICO. 

Lord ! Oh Lord ! be ever with me, 
Li thy faith, as in strong armour, 
Li the open field I struggle 
With my enemy, victorious 
From the fight may thy name draw me ! 
Many times the sacred symbol 
Of my faith upon my forehead 
Shall I make. Oh Heaven preserve me ! 
l^Here he goes into the cave, the entrance of 
tshich closes after him. 
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TKBT CAVOH. 

In all the persons who haye entered 
Here, I neyer saw sucli courage : 
Grant him, gracious Lord, thy favour, 
That he may resist the demons 
And their strong temptations, trusting 
To thy name and presence only. [J 



SCENE IV.— THB ISIAND. 
ter LEBBI^ PHILIP, I&OOHAIBX, the Ci 

and POLOHiA. 

OBBIA. 

While along the road we stray, 
J'oUowing where you guide us, let us e 
Why we have come hither now ; 
It was to see you, and to you avow 
All the plans that we have made. 

POLONIA. 

Say on, to apeak your mind be not afo 

while my footsteps you pursue. 
Because a sight I hnng you now to vie 
Such as mortal eyes ne'er saw. 

LESBIA. 

Thus from before my thoughts the veil 

Tou, Polonia, hither came 

To feed, among these wilds, religion's 1 

Leaving me the splendid core 

Of a crown : 'tis right I share 
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With you the aecreta of my heart, 

And BO the whole I will to thee impart : 

My wiU, being sacrificed, demanda 

Not advice, mj sister, but commands : 

Woman needs a stronger head 

Than is her own, for council — she must wed. 

POLOKIA. 

Yes : and much I shall rejoice 

If for a bridegroom Philip is your choice, 

For a double loy 'twill be 

To give a husoand and a crown to thee — 

That my love may be the source 

Whence all your blessings flow. 

LBSBIA. 

For many a course 
Of the sun — ^which lives and dies 
Daily and nightly 'mid the changing skies — 
That glorious Phoenix which doth give 
New Bfe in its refulgence— may'st thou live ! 

POLOiriA. 

Now that you have said so much 

On what concerns your marriage, let us touch 

On the matter that doth send 

You hither after me, and so attend : — 

In a penitential glow, 

A man came hither whom we all do know, 

Seeking out for Patrick's cave. 

To enter there, and so his soul to save : 

He did enter, and to-day 

Again comes forth : to show you that dismay 

Than wonder cannot greater be, 

Here I have brought vou all this miracle to see : 

What is his name I have not said, 

Lest you, perchance, disturbed by inward dread. 
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Should not see the end I sought, 

And 80 along with me I have ye brought. 

LESBIA. 

Oh ! my sister, it is right 

That I should mingle terror with delight ! 

PHILIP. 

All of us who hither go, 

Desire the truth of all these things to know. 

POLOirCA. 

If, through want of courage, he 

Is doomed for ever in the cave to be. 

We, at least, shall know his £Eite ; 

But if he comes forth from the cave elate. 

Then from him, at length, we'll hear 

What these strange things may be : I only fear 

That, through awe, he may not speak. 

And, fljring from us, he, perchance, may seek 

Some wild solitude alone. 

LXSBIA. 

In wondrous ways the power of Gbd is shown ! 

OAPTATK. 

At the proper time we're here, 
Eor see, the monks in lengthened file appear : 
Shedding tears ! — with footsteps slow — 
On to the cave in silent thought they go. 
That they may the entrance ope. 

JSnter, in the habit of oawoks, a ntmber of BeU- 
gious ; they reach the caveyfrom which Lunovico 
isme% like one amazed, 

FIEST CANON. 

O Lord of Heaven ! in whom is all our hope 
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Some day to behold thj realm, 

Let not this dungeon cave this soul oyerwhelm': 

Let him back his footsteps trace 

From out the pit that knows not of thy bee ! 

POLONIA. 

See! 

riBST CAKOK. 

What joj to US is given ! 

PHILIP. 

It is Ludoyico ! 

LUDOVICO. 

Aid me, Heaven ! 
Is it possible that I, 
After so many years behold the sky ? 
And enjoy its golden light ? 

CAPTAIN. 

Row confused ! 

LAOOHAIBZ. 

How blinded with affright ! , 

PIBST OAKON. 

Embrace me, thou hast acted well ! 

LUDOVIOO. 

« 

My arms were chains, my bosom were a cell : 

Since, Folonia, thou art here, 

I, to obtain my pardon, do not fear : 

Philip ever bless the Lord, 

For twice an angel saved thee from my sword, 

As I watched for thee by night — 

Pardon I ask of all : and now in flight 

I shall seek some desert place. 

Where, unseen by any human face. 
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I, in pain, some hope may glean : 

He who could see the thinga that I have seen 

Would to live in suffering seek. 

riBST OAJrON. 

In the name of God, I bid thee speak, 
Enio, of the things you've seen. 

LXJDOVICO. 

To so sacred a command I lean 

Submissive, and that earth may be 

Startled from its fearful apathy ; 

And that man may now begin 

To rise from out the darksome death of sin, 

Waken'd by the tidings that I send, 

To the grave story of this cave attend : — 

Afber solemn preparation. 

Which so great a venture needed, 

And of all a tender jGGffewell 

Having taken, I departed, 

Firm in faith and strong in valour, 

This most wondrous cave to enter. 

Placing in my God reliance, 

And a thousand times repeating 

Those mysterious words that even 

Hell itself doth hear with trembling, 

Slowly entering by the threshold, 

There a little while I waited 

Por the closing of the portal : 

When it closed at length I found me 

In such thick and pitchy darkness — 

In a night so black and mournful — 

That I closed my eyes, and, blinded 

In this way, proceeded onward 

Till I reached, with hands outstretched, 

A vast wall that rose before me : 

Following the dark wall's windings 

■For about some twenty paces, 
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I approached some rocks, where gleaming 

Through a chink, a light so dubious 

Enter'd that 'twas scarcely light ; 

As when we behold the coming 

Of the dawn amid the orient, 

We are doubtful if the twilight 

Be the light of mom or not ; 

Still along the left hand keeping. 

Soon I entered on a pathway. 

Where the earth began to tremble 

Underneath my firi^htened footsteps. 

As if it would sink m ruin ; 

Almost lifeless there I tarried. 

Till a dreadful clap of thunder. 

With its horrid clansour, woke me 

From my trance, and my oblivion ; 

And the earth, where I was standing. 

Opening its centre, hurled me 

Headlong down the dark abysses, 

Where the stones and earth that followed 

Made a sepulchre around me : 

In a spacious hall of jasper 

Then 1 found me, where the chisel 

Bound about had left its traces 

In the wondrous architecture. 

Prom a door of bronze there issued 

Twelve grave men, in snow-white garments. 

Who, respectfully approaching. 

Gave me courteous salutation ; 

One of them, who seemed superior 

To the others, said : '* Bemember 

That you place your faith in God ; 

Be not frightened at beholding 

Demon bands your course opposing, 

Por if you should be so wretched 

As to wish to turn back, wrought on 

By their promises or threat'nings — 

Tou in Hell must ever tarry, 
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Sufring everlasting tormentB : 
Theae tweke men were blessed a,ngea. 
Who thus raised my drooping spints, 
And renewed my sinkiiig courage- 
Soon the spacious hall was petopled 
With a host of demon shadows— 
Hellish visioiiB — rebel spirits— ■ 
Bearing shapes so dark and hideous, 
That the earth has not a monster 
That these demons doth resemble ; 
And one said r " O foolish mortal, 
Madman, idiot, thou who seekest 
Ere thy time the pain that waits thee, 
And the woe that thou dost merit : 
If thy crimes are great, 'tis proper 
That thy own heart doth condemn thee, 
For thou need'Bt not hope for mercy 
In the eye of God for ever : . , 5, 
For what reason eomest thou hither r 
Back again to earth returning. 
Let your whole life there be fimisbed. 
Dying as you have been living : 
Then indeed you may come see us, 
And ascend the seat predestined 
For thee in this darksome region. 
Which must be thy place for ever." 
Giving to these words no anawer. 
Then with blows they fell upon me, 
Bound my hands and feet together, 
Keroed me with sharp hooks of metal, 
Aud along the chambers drew me. 
Till they reached a raging bonfire. 
In the midat of vehich they threw me ; 
^I said was : Jeaus 1 aid me ! 
When the hideous demons vanished. 
And the flames were aU extingmshed ! 
After this I was conducted 
io a field, whose blackened surface 
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Onlj bore wild thorns and brambles 
In the place of pinks and roses ; 
Here the cold wind penetrated 
With its subtle breath each member 
Deeper than the sharpest weapon : 
Here, in darksome caverns under, 
Were the souls of man^ guarded. 
And such mournful wailings issued — 
Such dread cries — such imprecations 
Heaped on parents and relations — 
Such forlorn, despairing voices — 
Such wild blasphemies and curses, 
0*er and o'er again repeated — 
That the very demons trembled : 
Passing onward, then I found me 
In a meadow which was cover'd 
O'er with flames instead of grasses, 
Which before the wind were swaying, 
Just, as in the burning August, 
Bend the ripe ears of the harvest ; 
So vast the Duming plain extended 
That no eye could reach its limits : 
In the midst of it were lying, 
Wrapp'd in flames, unnumber'd people, 
Through whose hands and feet were driven 
Stakes and pins of burning iron, 
Nailing them unto the earth ; 
On their entrails, fiery serpents 
Gnawed for ever, and the wretches, 
In their agonizing torments, 
Bit the ground, and then expiring. 
Woke again to life and suffering ; 
Then the vengeful demons threw me 
In the flames, which quickly vanished 
At the sacred name I called on. 
Then, I came where they were healing 
These same wounds with potent caustic, 
Pouring o'er the hideous ulcers 
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Melted lead and burning rosin ; — 

Wbo at this will not afflict him ? 

Who at this will not uplift him ? 

Who at this will feel no sorrow ? 

Who will not despair and tremble ? 

Then I saw, from out a mansion, 

Issuing firom its walls and doorway, 

Flames arise, as when fire seizes 

On an earthly house, it bursts forth 

By whatever vent it findeth ; 

Tnis, they told me, was the Villa 

Of Enjoyment — Eecreation's 

Bath — where women who indulged in 

Unguents, odours, rouge, and washes, 

In the other life, were punished : 

There I entered, and saw in it, 

Bathing in a snow-filled basin, 

Many fair and lovely women ; 

In the water they were standing, 

Circled round by snakes and serpents — 

Which, of these cold icy billows. 

Were the syrens and the dolphins — 

There their limbs were stiff and frozen. 

In the clear, transparent crystal. 

And their hair on end was standing, 

And their teeth together striking ; — 

Then they led me to a mountain 

Which upraised its lofty forehead 

Through the heavens' blue veil of crystal ; 

On its summit, a volcano 

Blazed afar, from out whose crater 

Flames burst forth, and burning lava, 

In whose slow and blazing current 

I saw many souls descending ; 

When they reached the base, returning 

Once again they climbed the mountain. 

Thus for many times repeating 

Their descending and ascending ; 
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Then a boming rapour blowings 

Made me quicklj seek an exit 

Erom this wild yolcanic region : 

Forth I issued, and experienced 

A new wind upon the outside, 

On whose wing came myriad legions. 

Then, 'mid blows and many insults, 

I approached another quarter : 

There it seemed that many spirits, 

I had known elsewhere, were gathered 

Into one vast conmgation, 

Where, although ^as plain they suffered. 

Still they looked with joyous fj^es, 

Wore a peaceable appearance, 

Uttered no impatient accents. 

But with moisten'd eyes uplifted 

Towards the heavens, appeared imploring 

Pil^, and their sins lamenting. 

This, in truth, was Purgatory, 

Where the sins that are more venial 

Are purged out ; the angry demons, 

Seeing that I did not tremble, 

Bather that I waxed in courage, 

Tried upon me greater horrors : 

To a river did they lead me, 

Flowers of fire were on its margin. 

Liquid sulphur was its current. 

Many-headed hydras — serpents — 

Monsters of the deep were in it ; 

It was very broad, and o'er it 

Lay a bridge, so slight and narrow 

That it seemed a thin line only ; 

It appeared so weak and fragile 

That the slightest weight would sink it : 

Here thy pathway lies, they told me. 

O'er this bridge so weak and narrow ; 

And, for thy still greater horror. 

Look at those who've pass'd before thee : 
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Then I look'd, and saw the wretches, 

"Who the passage were attempting, 

Pall amid the sulphurous current, 

Where the snakes with teeth and talons 

Tore them in a thousand pieces ; 

Notwithstanding all these horrors, 

I, the name of God invoking, 

Undertook the dreadful passage, 

And undaunted by the billows, 

Or the winds that blew around me, 

Beached the other side in safety. 

Here within a wood I found me. 

So delightful and so fertile, 

That the past was all forgotten ; 

On my path rose stately cedars, 

Laurels — ^all the trees of Eden, 

While the ground, with rose-leaves scattered, 

Spread its white and verdant carpet ; 

Tender birds in aU the branches 

Told their amorous complainings 

To the many murmuring streamlets. 

To the thousand crystal fountains. 

Then I saw a stately city, 

Which amid the heavens uplifted 

Many pinnacles and turrets ; 

Precious gold composed its portals, 

All with flashing cfiamonds gamish'd, 

Topaz, emerald, and ruby, 

Intermixed their varied lustre ; 

Ere I reached the gates, they open'd. 

And the Saints in long procession 

Came to meet me, men and women. 

Young and old, and youths and maidens, 

All approached serene and happy ; 

Choirs of Seraphim and Angds, 

Breathing Heaven's delicious music. 

Sweetly sung divinest anthems. 

After these at length approached me 
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The resplendent-— the moat glorious — 

The great Patrick — ^the Apostle. 

Much that dazzling sight rejoiced me, 

For by it I was enabled 

To fuml m^ early promise, 

In my lifetime to oehold him. 

He and all the rest embraced me, 

Pleased at my extreme good fortune ; 

Bidding me farewell, he told me 

That no liring man could enter 

That most glorious, happy city ; 

But that I, to earth returning. 

Should await Ood's time and pleasure. 

Back the proper way I wandered 

Unobstructed by the demons, 

And at length approached the entrance, 

When you came to seek and see me. 

Since I haye escaped this danger. 

Holy fathers, all I coyet 

Is to liye and die amongst you. 

For with this is now concluded 

The historic legend told us 

By Dionysius the e;reat Carthusian, 

W ith Henricus Salteriensis, 

Gesarius Heisterbach^nsis 

Matthew Paris, and Bonulphus, 

Monbrisius, Marolicus Siculus, 

David Hothe, and the judicious 

Primate oyer all Hibernia, 

Bellarmino, Beda, Serpi, 

Friar Dymas, Jacob Sotin, 

Messingham, and in conclusion 

The belief and pious feeling 

Which haye everywhere maintained it :* 

* The following is the original of this confused list of autho- 
rities. The text appears to be very imperfect as to some 
of the more obscure names ; I have corrected a few pal- 

TOL. n. S 
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That the drama may be ended. 
And your plaudits may begin. 

rkble eiTora, but in one or two inatukoea, I mnst confess, 
have been somewhat in doubt aa to the particular writer 
indicated by Calderon. 

" Para que con esta acabe 
La historia, que nos refiere 
Dionimojel gran Cartusiano, 
Con Enrique Saltarense, 
CesariOy Mateo Bodulfo, 
Domictano Esturbaquense, 
MembrosiOy Marco Marulo, 
David Roto, j el prudente 
Primado de toda Hibemia, 
Belarmino, Beda, Serpi, 
Fray Dimas, Jacob Solino, 
Mensignano, y finalmente 
La piedad y la opinion 
Cristiana, quelo defiende." 



END OF THE PXTBGATOBY OF SAINT PATBIC£. 
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PEBS0N8 BEPEBSENTBD. 



THE DUKE OF F1X)REKCE. 



FN RICO ^ 

, ^ Qg„^^l^^„^g^ in Oi€ Duhe't service. 

OCTAVIO, 



FABIO. 

PONLEVI, Servant to Enrico, 

LISIDA, ) , „ , . 

V Daughters qf Fctbio. 

CHLORIS,/ 
NISE, their Cousin. 
CELIA, a Waiting Maid. 
MUSICIANS, &c. 



SCENE— FLORENCE, 



THB 

SCARF AND THE FLOWER. 



ACT I.— SCENE I, 



A PUBUO PARK. 



Enter ekbico aiu{ poitleti in travelling dresses. 

What a joyful thing it is. 
After travely to draw nigh 
To one's natiye countiy ! 

VKBICO. 

I 

Ne'er have felt so great a bliss. 

poiirLEyi. 

No, nor I so great a pain. 
Since in si^ht of Florence^ here, 
After wandering far and near, 
At this distance we remain ; 
Without going there to know 
All the news that it hath got. 

XlfTSICO. 

'Tis that I may know it not 
That I linger here. 
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POlTLEyT. 

If SO, 

I'm in doubt to praise or blame, 
As there may be much to fear 
That 'twere better not to hear. 
Since that most loquacious dame, 
Lady Absence, tattles so ! — 
But as you, in things of weight 
Trust me, speak, I know your state. 

ElfBICO. 

Listen then to what you know, — 
I saw Lisida the fair, 
Chloris' sister, — it is true : — 

PONLEVI. 

Yes, I know it, and that you 
Have no wiah but Urea i£ her. 

SKBICO. 

Since as sisters, side by side, 
Darts of love and of disdain, 
Ever joined were seen the twain 
In the walks, or windows wide. 
Which of them, in truth, I wooed, 
Which of them I sighed to serve, 
I, the secret did preserve, 
Thus, thy rigour, I subdued, 
Chloris, it of course should be 
Chloris, whom my service moved, 
Were it Chloris that I loved, 
Chloris would have hated me : — 
I loved Lisida, and she. 
Therefore, love for me did lose ; 
Love doth ever thus confuse 
Fortunes : Chloris (woe is me !) 
Favoured me : there's not of course 
Time to tell how Fabio 
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(Sire to both) opposed — and so 
I return to my disoourse : 
She such favour thus did show 
Towards me, that it closed the way 
To my love, which hidden lay, 
Buried in my breast below. 
For I thus could neither be 
With one gentle lady rude, 
Chloris thinking that I wooed 
Her the first, much less that she 
Whom I loved, my suit should gain, 
Since unto her trembling breast 
Was her sister's love confess'd — 
Thus divided, hope is vain, — 
Coward thus of courtesy. 
Blind, unthanked, and full of sadness. 
Loving Lisida to madness, 
Chloris vainly loving me, 
One I see, the other sigh for, 
Worship one, and one seem wooing, 
Loving one, and one pursuing. 
One I seek, and one 1 die for, — 
Thus doth joy, divided prove. 
Grief remaining still entire, 
Lisida I still desire, 
Chloris still I cannot love. 

POITLEVT. 

Little trouble, if you knew, 
This, by Jove, would give me. 

EKKIGO. 

Why, 
What would you have done ? — 

PONLEVl. 

What, I ?— 
I would simply love the two ; 
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And if lisida adored me, 
I, for Lisida, would die, 
Cliloris, I would bid good-bye, 
If I thought that she abhorred me : 
For beyond the fame that moves him, 
Or the worth a man is showing, 
With a woman is the knowing 
That another woman loyes him. 

Unter lisida, ohlobib, lasi!, and chxia, veiled. 

CHLOBIS. 

Oh ! how pleasant is this plain. 
Palace home of plants and flowers ! 

LisinA. 
In the bright, green, fresh-leaved bowers, 
In the sunny drops of rain. 
May proclaims its happy reign ! 

HiTBico, to Ponlevi* 
Stay, behold who wander here ! 

OHIiOBIS. 

No, 'tis false, this verdant sphere 
Can a lovelier scene display 
At the dawning of the day. 
As when the simbeams disappear. 

iriSE. 

Can the changing moments make 
Scenes so fair, still fairer seem ? 

OHLOBIS. 

Yes, Aurora's magic gleam 

Brighter charms than these can wake. 

IflSB. 

'Tis an error — ^a mistake, 
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Thus to give the crown of light 
To the mom, — the starry night 
Is the only queen. 

SKSICO. 

Seilora, 
Wrong not thus the fair Aurora, 
Like yourself, a lady bright — 
Being so, 'twere wrong to think 
Aught but grateful love and duty 
To that fair benignant beauty, — 
In whose every breath we drink 
The orange, jasmine and the pink, 
To whose brightness Nature yields 
The sovereign splendour of the day, 
Whose fleeting sceptre hath more sway 
Than that the prouder noontide wields ; 
It brin^eth glaidness to the fields, 
And colour to the flowers and groves, 
It is the season of the loves. 
Harmonious hour of wakening birds — 
How wrong to use disdainful words 
To her whose perfectness reproves. 

CHlOBis, aside. 
Ah ! me, what form doth meet mine eye ! 

LisroA, ande. 

Eyes ! who is this that now you see ? 
Enrico ! But if you must spy 
Things scarcely possible, say why 
'Tis niine to kill me P let me die 
By the blind god's hands alone. 

CHLOBIS, to ]SnSE. 

Speak thouy that we may not be known 
Unto these two, and so pass by : — 
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inss, ande. 

Yes, the attempt at least I'll try : — 
Don Quixote of Aurora bright, 
Say what imports it, that at dawn 
Each de^ flower o'er earth's wide lawn 
May drink the tears it wept at night ? 
Say, what imports the golden light 
That tips the hills with roseate flame — 
The drops of dew that put to shame 
The tinted sea-shell's treasures pearly ? 
A lady, that must rise so early, 
Can be no very noble dame ! 

BKEICO. 

To rise 'mid interlaced bars 

Of summer woods and natural bowers — 

To change for countless troops of flowers 

The myriad armies of the stars — 

This 'gainst no proper feeling jars : 

If, where the green-boughs meet above. 

She wanders, 'tis but to discover 

The footsteps of her shepherd lover, — 

'Twere less the lady if she strove 

To sleep, when she should watch with love. 

insB. 

Well, let her rise and roam the plain. 

And woodlands wild, 'mid morning's dews, 

Seeking her loves, — for me I choose, 

With greater pleasure and less pain, 

In evening's calm and tranquil reign, 

Mine to enjoy, without a yawn 

Or envy of the spangled lawn ; 

For to my mind 'tis clear display'd 

But for the common herd, was made 

This idle fancy for the dawn. {A nake withi/n. 

But what noise is this I hear p. 
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CILIA. 

It is the carriage diiTing near, 
Of the duke. 

EKBIOO. 

The duke ? 

CILIA. 

•Tiflso. 

CHLOBIS. 

Better then that we should £^o 
To our own. Eemain thou here, 
And pardon us, Sefior. 

Bintioo. 

But say, 
Why such haste P 

CHLOBIS. 

Because this way 
He Cometh after me, and I 
Desire, unknown to pass him by. 

ENBICO. 

Perhaps this casualty may, 
Without the breach of custom's laws. 
Permit my wish to serve appear. 
Which is to take away the fear 
His coming here to you doth cause ; 
Here where the winding path withdraws 
Into the highway, I shall go. 
And then, by meeting him, shall so 
Divert him, till you have time to gain 
Your carriage, and depart again. 

CHLOBIS. 

The thanks that for this act I owe. 
At present with this scarf I pay. 
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Small gift with grateful feelings rife — 
It is the ransom of my life. 

[^Gives him an azure scarf. 

ximico. 

Happy I am to serre you, may 
I know to whom I owe . . . . P 

CHLOBIS. 

To-day 
It cannot be. [JSxeunt chloeis a/nd kibe. 

LisiDA, aside. 

And now begin 
Once more, O heavens ! the mental din — 
The heart's wild fears, the soul's eclipse — 
Too small the prison of my lips 
To chain the jealous fiend within, 
But since I can beneath this veil 
Avenge the burning pang I feel. 
And with the shaft of je^ousy 
Strike dead the heart that makes mine die, 
Let me the subtle poison deal : — 
Sir, since we both so deeply owe 
Our thanks to you, alike we glow 
The debt of gratitude to pay — 
Hers, let that azure scarf display, 
Mine, by this flower I wish to show. 

\_Gives Mm a flower. 

SNBICO. 

But stay. 

LISIDA. 

Unless you wish to appear 
Discourteous, do not follow me, \JExU, 

BKBICO. 

My doubt and wonder seem to be 
Greater, the more your words are dear. 



r 
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FOKLXTI, to CILIA. 

Tou, at the least, won't stir bcm here. 

JlintlOO, to POITLITE. 

While, to detain the duke, I go, 

Do thou attempt their names to know. \^Exit. 

POKLBYI. 

If this veiled dame, that hath delayed, 
Is in one sense, a waiting maid — 
She is a woman still, and so 
Perforce must tell me all she knows. 

CSLIA. 

Do not, my ^ood gallant, suppose 
That any maid or woman can 
Give lessons to a married man. 
What to permit and not disclose. 

POWLEVI. 

A good conceit, though rather low ! 
But since Saint Secret's day we know, 
Is a feast day that's never kept. 
Help me to work, thou dear adept. 
Say, who are those that late did go P 
And take .... 

CILIA. 

It is a great temptation ! 

POMXETI. 

For every word your sweet mouth saith 

CELIA. 

What am I then to take P 

POHLXVI. 

Take breath, 
That you may make the whole nanation : — 
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OXLIA. 

A great reward ! 

POKLBTI. 

This compensation. 
Though high, I offer for thy sake. 

OSLIA. 

Well then, I say, that if I take 
Breath, it is only but for one 
Season 

POHXBTT. 

And that ? 

OELIA. 

Is just to run. lUxU. 

FOKLETI. 

What a Carthusian she would make ! 

Quick as the lightning off she flies, 

And I will say, since I'm alone. 

My heart she carries with her own : — 

But by a lackey's wit and eyes, 

And by my horse's life, as wise 

In this adventure still am I ; 

My master and the duke are here, 

Tms damsel I must still keep near, — 

A waiting-maid and secresy 

Some contradiction must imply. ISxit 

Unter the nuKB, eistbioo, octayio, and aUenianU, 

EISTBICO. 

Once again you must permit me 
Kiss your hand. 

DTTEB. 

Agam Enrico 
I rejoice to bid you welcome. 
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XKBIOO. 

He who comes with so much added 
Honour, Lord, to kneel before you. 
He who at thy feet doth see him, 
They the snhere from which are shining 
Greater light — a clearer sun 
He indee<^ must truly well come. 

Unter tabic. 

PABIO. 

Hither have I come to seek you, 
That I may, before departing, 
Kiss your hand, my lord. 

DTJEE. 

'Tia lucky. 
That Enrico hither comes. 
Just in time by his arrival 
To atone for your departure. 

PABio, ande. 

Ah ! not so, 'tis most unlucky, 

Since he staying here in Florence, 

I, in Naples will not be 

Free from manifold suspicions : 

But still Chloris is my daughter. 

And will prove how mlse they are. [Hxit, 

nuEX. 
How didst thou feel in Spain, Enrico ? 

XKBIOO. 

Even as one whose life's employment 
Was to serve thee, gracious lord ! 
Though I went there at a moment, 
Even if I were not thy servant, 
Well my absence had been spent. 



272 THX BGAIOr AKD THX VLOWSS. 

DITKB. 

How? 

B17BIC0. 

My lord, I found the country 
Full of festivals and plaudits — 
Noble proof of loyal feelings, 
Noble evidence of love. 

nrKX. 

Even before thy tongue has spoken, 
Well my longing hath declared, 
That the cause of all those plaudits 
Was the ^at act of the nobles 
Swearing homage to Balthasar, 
Prince £ifante, he who is 
Offspring of the sun and morning- 
Beam of mingled light and beauty — 
And since this is not a fitting 
Time to speak about the business 
Of your mission ; and since I 
Now have lost the hope of seeing 
Her, who drew me to these groves, 
I desire that you, Enrico, 
Will divert my disappointment 
Eor not meeting with that lady. 

EISTBICO. 

Listen to me then, your highness, — 
That thrice happy day on which 
Keeps the Eoman Church the memory 
Of our Lord^s Transfiguration, 
And GK}d*s homage celebrateth, 
Joining heaven itself therein, 
Was a faint and distant shadow 
Of the homage to Balthasar, 
Since if in our estimation 
Human deities are kings. 
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No less mysteiy is figured 
By the day on which the earth 
Paid the hooiage to Balthasar,* 
Thoa whereon to Qod, the heayens. 
Well, upon this happy day, 
With thick shadows covered over, 
Bose the dawn, and the aurora, 
Veiled in clouds of densest darkness. 
Neither let the sun shine forth, 
Nor allowed the stars of morning 
To he heralds of its beauty ; 
And though I, at other periods. 
Would perhaps to chance attribute 
This blank absence of the sun. 
It was not on this occasion 
Accident, but strict obedience, 
{Let the cause of this be hid in 
A parenthesis at present, 
Por before my tale is over 
The parenthesis 1*11 fill). 
In the rich and royal temple 
Of the Church's holy doctor,t 
He whose charity, whose fervour. 
Beached to every living thing, 
Was the greatest scene enacted 
That the sun sees in his orbit—- 
From his rising in the ocean 
To his setting in the sea. 
At the foot of the great altar 
Was a mighty stage erected, 
Well adapted for the homage, 
And upon the lefb hand swelling 
Swung the curtain of the kings; 
Ah ! I speak not right, 'twas rather 
One rich cloud of gold and nacre ; 

* Hiis cefl^mony took place on the 7th of March, 1632. 
t The oonvent of San Jeronimo in Madrid. 
VOL. II. T 



274 THB 8CABF AJH) THE 7L0WBB. 

Por, when brightly were unfolded 
The three dazzling plaits of purple, 
Light and maiestj they threw, 
Giving, like the bright gold, glitter, 
G-iving, like the nacre, pearls. 
Prom his palace came the king. 
At his side the queen, and followed 
By the prince, to whom the homage 
Would be sworn, his hands supported 
By his uncles, the Infantes : 
Never have I seen the spring-tide 
Crowned with more abundant flowers, 
Or the moon with brighter stars. 
Than the beautiful French lily 
Followed by the lovelv train 
Of her ladies, who still brighter 
Shone, from shining in her presence. 
Then they all their places took. 
First, the king upon the right-hand 
Of the queen, And the Infantes 
Farther back, and on a little 
Seat, before them, sat the prince ; 
Then alike in due gradation 
Were the seats upon the lefb hand 
Filled by prelates of the Church ; 
Three ambassadors then followed — 
One from France, and Borne, and Venice, 
And the magistrates in order : — 
In the front were proudly stationed 
The grandees and lesser nobles, 
And the deputies of kingdoms 
After these : I name not any. 
Flattery here were but offensive ; 
Confirmation's sacred rite 
Was the worthy ceremonial 
Which commenced the day's first act ; 
Then to this, the oath of homage 
Followed soon. With gallant bearing, 
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Modest and majestic both, 

Lively, and in all things lovely, 

Making reyerence to all 

Unto whom 'twas dae, Bon Carlos* 

Came the first to swear obedience ; 

He was followed by Fernando,* 

And as Spain doth take such glory. 

Being Catholic, at seeing 

These the oath of homage swearing, — 

One the shining steel engirding, — 

One the sacred diadem, — t 

It appeared to me as if 

She with one loud tongue did utter 

Happy ! happy be the kingdom, 

Happy without end or limit 

She whose first and proudest triumph 

Is achieved in arms and letters ! — 

Let us leave the ceremonials 

At this point, for all the rest 

Were akin to this ensample. 

And go forth where fair Madrid 

Waiteth for an heavenly Iris — 

Where the crowded streets, so covered 

With a beautiful confusion — 

With confused and wondrous beauty 

Into fields and seas are turning 

Gilded robes and floating plumes ; 

Now the military music 

Of the clarions and the trumpets 

Give the welcome proclamation 

Of the cavalcade's return. 

In the order they were seated 

Passed the chiefs of the procession 

One by one, until approaching 

Came the carriage of the queen ; 

* The Infiuites, broUiera of Philip IV . 

f The Infimte Don Fernando was a Cardinal. 

t2 
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In advance of it a little, 
The Infantes came on horseback, 
And beside her at the coach-door 
Bode the king ; — ^But let my tongue 
Here be mute, and that late spoken 
Marked parenthesis be filled ; 
When I said, if jou remember. 
That no sun appeared that morning, 
•That no dawn was seen, nor tidings 
Gave the morning-star of day ; 
That not even the night permitted 
Any stars to shine instead, — 
The parenthesis now opened, 
Let this sight be its completion, . 
And thou*lt see it was not chance, 
But design, that hid the sunrise ; 
Since in Carlos and Eemando 
"Were two stars of morning shown — 
They the great sun's beauteous brothers, 
Whose bright beams his splendour feed. 
In the place of the aurora 
Bose a dawn of rarest beauty — 
Isabel in golden carriage, 
Which a thousand cupids guard ; 
If it be aurora's office 
To give flowers, they were created 
By her lovehness, for flowers 
Are the fair French lily's escort ; — 
If it be the dazzline: duty 
Of the planet fou4 in number 
To illuminate the circle 
Of its orbit — the fourth Philip 
Was the planet of this heaven : 
Child of sunlight and the morning 
Passed along the purest star — 
Bound about enshrined in crystal, 
Sheltered by transparent glass, — 
If beside these stars of morning 
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Those of heaven are put to shame, — 
If by her, who with aurora » 

Sweetly staketh flower with flower — 
If by one whose radiant beaming 
Doth the great sun's rajs diminish — 
If, in fine, by such a star, 
Unto whom the sun pays homage, — 
K to these, the stars ot heaven 
Were but dim and misty shadows , 
Silent pomps — expiring lights — 
Not, through accident, did Nature 
Their bright rivalry refuse — 
But design, for they were absent 
Throuffh the shame of being outdone. 
But iJi allegory being 
Laid aside, permit me further 
To describe unto you Philip — 
How with skill and noble bearing 
Eirmly he his proud steed managed — 
And as this description springeth 
Not from flattery, out truth — 
It imports not ii it seems so. 
Of a bright-brown burning sorrel — 
Of a fierce, ungovemed nature 
Seemed to me the kingly brute — 
In whose colour was depicted 
The apologetic anger 
Of the sun, that burned his skin, 
That upon its shining surface. 
In the noble beast's wild beauty 
He might contemplate his own ! 
With such mettled pride he bounded, 
That a single bound proclaimed 
He could bear up a whole heaven : 
Among brutes a living mountain — 
Atlas turned to life 'mong beasts. 
How can I find words to tell thee 
Of the strong, proud disregard 



278 THE SOABE AKD THE ITLOWEB. 

With wliich he, umnindftil of it, 
G-round to dust the stony highway — 
But by saying this alone. 
That I only then discovered 
What a fire was 'neath Madrid ?— 
For, where'er his hoof descended, 
At the touch there seemed to ope 
An abyss of fiery sparkles : 
And as he, who touches fire. 
Suddenly his hand withdraweth. 
So the noble steed drew back. 
With the same instinctive quickness, 
His proud hoof from out the fire 
That his hoof itself had kindled— 
Making fear itself so graceful. 
That his feet no more upheld him, 
Cunnin&:ly upraised in air 
With ifs^boLdiBgs and curvettiBgs. 
As with man, so in the brute-world 
Must a firm hand guide and rule it — 
Thus the king controlled the monster 
By the light rule of the reins : — 
Shall I say, that when afar 
Bang the clarions and the trumpets. 
He compeUed him dance in time. 
With the foam-creating bridle ?— 
Noj for this has oft been said : 
Shall I say of horse and rider 
That they were indeed but one ? 
No, for that were here unseemly : 
Shall I say they formed a map, 
Eoam the sea, and earth the body — 
Wind the soul, and fire the foot r 
No, the thought were too conceited :- 
Shall I say the gaUant horseman 
Lightly using boot and spur — 
Ever at the coach door bending — 
Firmly footed in the stirrups — 
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THB 8CASV AITD THE TLOWEB. 279 

Using gracefully the arm — 
Lowermg now the hand, adjusting 
Now the rein — ^his cloak divided — 
With his body nicely balanced, 
And with courteous face and bearing 
Passed he thus along the highway 
By the coach-door of the queen r 
Tes, because the simple statement 
Gives the most exact description. 
Do not think tliat 'tis to flatter 
That I thus describe the skilful 
Horsemanship of Philip : no : — 
For there was not an achievement 
Which activity might reach to 
In a cavalier, that he 
Did not wondrously exhibit ; — 
And the simple school wherein 
All his knighthood's lore was taught him 
Was on horseback in the saddle. 
If, my lord, his arms he practised, 
He with sharp sword could apportion 
Lessons learned from the foil ; 
If he went unto the chase — 
Lively portraiture of warfare — 
He with arquebuse could cover 
Every thing that flew or ran ; 
With the pencU he appeareth 
Wondrous Nature's new creator — 
And in melody, his skill 
Music's inmost soul hath reach'd to : 
In a word, of all the arts. 
There are none of which he knows not, 
Ajid supreme perfection reaches, 
Without lengthened toil or effort. 
. Oh ! that fortune then would be— 
Oh ! that heaven would be propitious — 
Since they have allowed his seeing 
This great act of homage offered 
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With such lojal demonstnitioiis 
Of true faith and stnmg affecti<»i 
To the fair prince of Asturias — 
That they will a god of battle 
Show him to the tented field, 
Trampling down the routed rebeb 
"Under his heroic feet, — 
And the Church's banners rearing^ 
So that every thing may turn 
To his honour and our glory » 

DUKE. 

I would have been more delighted^ 

Henry, by this tale of thine — 

If I could have disunited 

Prom this troubled heart of mine 

A deep trouble that doth blight it ; 

But though sorrow be increased 

By proclaiming it — stiU I 

Feel, my &iend, that I, at leasts 

Owe your statement a reply, — 

Hear the pain with which I die. 

In requital of a feast ; — 

How, I know not, (woe is me !) 

To begin it, but to be 

Pitied to the extent I'm smitten, 

I, a sonnet that I've written 

On the affair will read to thee : 
A frozen mountain on my bosom lay, 

Bound which time twined a coronal of snow. 

While the warm heart fed fondly far below 

The ashes of a fire that burned alway. 
A beauteous beam — ^the wonder of the day — 

Down to that mine with kindling torch aid go. 

The snow encircled by the fire did glow, 

The fire by snow congealed to ice straight- 
way. 



• 



TH3B BCABF AlH) THB VLOWES. 281 

Etna at once of love and anguish deep — 
The ashes of mj heart ascending higher, 
Burning my heart, compelled my eyes to weep, 

O living mountain ! blind volcanic pyre ! 

If thou art flame — how canst thou water keep P 
Alas ! the tears of love themselves are fire ! 

SNBICO. 

If, my lord, I may presume — 
This golden verse doth nothing prove, 
It merely paints the common doom 
Of human Kind — that thou'rt in love. 
But it does not tell with whom. 
This bashful secrecy despise — 
Tell me the cause of all your sighs. 

BTTKE. 

I think that when the name you hear, 

A weU-known name it wiU appear, 

One whom unknown you still should prize. 

ENBICO. 

I? 

DUKE. 

Even do : I have the bliss 
To love a maid, whose like is not 
On earth. 

EKBICO. 

Toot meaning still I miss. 

niTKE. 

Two daughters hath not Eabio got P 

PONLETE, aside. 
My master's troubled much at this. 
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BKBioo, aside. 

Merciful Heaven ! what's this I hear P 

Can it be Lisida he means, 

Or Chloris P Ah ! with jealous fear 

Once more I die! — [ahwf] A doubt still 

screens 
The mistress that to thee is dear — 
For yet I do not know but she 
Chloris or Lisida may be, 
Or which thy tender love doth wake. 

DUES. 

The very doubt is thy mistake ; 
Eor who could doubt, whose eyes can see 
The difference 'twixt a flower and rose — 
Or rose compared with some bright star, 
Which in a nobler empire glows, 
And scattering lustrous light afar, 
Bound it the beams of beauty throws ? 
Lisida is ... . 

ENBico, (mde. 
Ah! 

DUKE. 

The bud before it blows ; 
But Chloris is the perfect rose. 

EITBIOO. 

'Tis so. \_aside] Now who would e'er believe 
That I so gladly could receive 
Dispraise o£ her I peerless deem p 

DUKE. 

Chloris, in fine, my heart doth move. 
And sighs, tears, sorrows makes me prove. 

ENBICO. 

To weep, to suffer, and to sigh. 
Is not to love, — it is to die. 
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SITKB. 

Is it then more to die than love ? 

OOTAVIO. 

Though in silence I have heard 

Your com{>laint8, through consolation^ 

Still I think you have preferr'd 

Charges, without much foundation, 

Against Chloris, and so err*d ; 

If to all your amorous wooing 

She, more candid than severe. 

Doth permit of your pursuing — 

If when evening draweth near 

Oft thy letters she is viewing — 

If, my lord, attentive ever 

To thy wish, when night's stars gleam, 

She, with condescending favour, 

Makes her room an academe. 

Where love's light lore suppUes the graver : — 

Vain, my lord, must be your sorrow, 

HiQs turn plains when love is thorough; 

Eor myseli at least I'll say. 

She who lists to you to-day 

Will reply to you to-morrow. 

DTJKE. 

Ah ! how little thou dost know 
About love, Octavio ! — 
He who wisely loves would rather 
Any scorn or favour gather 
Than without these love-gifts go ; 
For the heart can never prove 
Deeper pain, than feel a love 
Of whose scomings we complain not. 
And whose favourings enchain not — 
Nought to praise or to reprove. 
Since without them we must be 
Joy or sorrow fancy free,— 
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Saddest sight the earth is seeing / 

Is the lover, pleased with being 

Loyed as 'twere through courtesy. [JSant. 

EKBICO. 

What a tyrant Love doth reig& ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Well, I do not feel the chain ; 
'Tis to me a flowery noose — 
Though a pain to have or lose, 
I could live without the pain. 

ENBICO. 

Do you also mean to say 
That thou art enamoured P 

OCTATTO. 

He 
Who beholds another play 
At his side doth often be 
Grieved when fortune flies away 
!Prom the side that he is on, — 
Thus I saw the duke at play, 
Saw him play till hope was gone. 
Then I likewise lost, by one 
Self-same beauteous planet's ray 
Burned. 

ENEICO. 

Doth one house possess 
Tour love and the duke's, then ? 

OCTAVIO. 

Yes. 

roNLETi, aside. 

When our hands a knot undo, 
Pate presenteth one anew, — 
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Now he feels the deep distreBS 

Of friendship struggling with his love. 

ENBico, aside. 

Whom doth Fate more strictly prove ? — 

If thj dazzled heart from thee [Aloud. 

Sunlike Ohloris* shade hath won, 

Lisida, who late could be 

But thy star, must be thy sun. 

OOTATIO. 

Ah ! my friend, it is not she. 

ENBico, aside, 
God ! how grateful I do feel ! 

POiTLETi, aside. 

What, not she P This wheel on wheel, 
This whirling puzzle ne'er will end ? 

OCTATIO. 

As thou art my trusted friend, 
I from thee can nought conceal. 

ENBICO. 

Thou my friendship knowest well. 

0CTA.VI0. 

With the sisters there doth dwell 

A fair cousin, a bright creature. 

Whom from head to foot, each feature 

Stamps a living miracle 

Of rare beauty. This loved woman, 

Whose divine perfections are 

More angelical than human, 

Is the beauteous beam — the star — 

Is the heaven my heart consuming : — 
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But I do not wisb to he ber 

Pniiser, since we go to see ber, 

Wben my friendsbip bopes, tbat you 

May advise me not to woo, 

But worship as in beayen's own spbere. IMdt. 

EHfilOO. 

And firom tbis, I say it now : — 
Tell me, Fonlevi, didst tbou 
Witness my two terrors ? 

POWLBVI. 

Master, 
I bebeld your wbole disaster. 
Saw, 'twixt love and friendship, bow — 
'Twixt youij friend and lord likewise. 
You did so soliloquise. 
That for numberless pretences, 
Every moment your seven senses 
\Vere at work. 

EKBICO. 

My fears and sighs 
Have been wholly turned to gladness. 

POKLEVI. 

It will not restore your sadness 
Very poignantly, or greatly, 
To be told that those whom lately 
You addressed so in your madness, 
Were the ladies above stated. 

EITBICO. 

Who to thee has this related ? 

POITLEVI. 

Soon repenting her moroseness, 
And her unofficial closeness. 
This to me their maid narrated. 
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BNBICO. 

Ob ! then from this doubt relieye me, 
Which of them this scarf did give me P 
Which did giye this beauteous flower P 

POHLEVI. 

This is quite beyond my power, 
Difficult to tell, beliere me. 

EWEICO. 

Late the happiest of men, 
I am wretched once again : 
For I know not which to prize 
Of these gifts, or which despise. 

POKLSYI. 

I yet hope to tell thee then ; 

If to-day again I meet them 

I on thy account will greet them 

With an air of courtly fashion, 

For when surge the waves of passion, 

Even the lightest winds that beat them 

Mark the surface ; thus the breast 

In the &ce is oft confess'd. 

Eiotioo. 

Go, explore that troubled wave. 

Find that Lisida but gave 

Either gift, and I am blest : — 

If one is like a poison'd breath. 

The other comes with healing rife — 

Safe whatever Fortune saith, — 

By my death securing life, — 

By my life securing death. [Exeunf. 
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SCENE n. — THE OABDEK OF FABIO'S HOUSE. 

Unter i^iSE and chlobis. 

IlISE. 

Here where, tenderly complaining, 

The murmuring fountain crystal tears is raining, 

Trust, dear cousin mine. 

Unto my love this secret love of thine. 

CHLOBIS. 

Enrico is in sooth 

(Here let us linger, Nise) the most courteous youth. 

The bravest and most wise 

Throughout all Florence, or Dame Bumour lies. 

I do not say I loved, 

Or that I wished his heart should e'er be moved 

To love me ; all I know 

Is, that it would not grieve me if 'twere so. 

Thus on life went, 

I neither loving, nor indifferent. 

When the god that wakes desire 

Breathed on the ashes and lit up the fire : — 

I need not say with what a grateful pride 

My heart replied, 

Repaying love's sweet favours with my yielding soul. 

For when thou know'st my grief, thou know'st the 

whole ; 
This sweet compulsion, this soft strife, 
"Was by his absence swiftly brought to life, 
Since it allowed the duke 
To visit me and plead his passion in his look ; 
And I — so high his loyal soul I deem, — 
Eear that his love may reach the other extreme. 

Unter lisida. 

LISIDA. 

Let not this darksome night 

Envy the morning's beauteous pomp of light, 
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Since even thft<; glory is outshcme 

By a more bright Aurora, and new dawn. 

JEnter fokuiyi. 

POBTLBVI. 

Ifpercliance a new arrival 
Wno has little shame to spare, 
May presume to take the freedom 
Just to enter where he likes, 
Give to me your twice three slippers, 
That I may this instant kiss 
The three gold-embroidered bases 
Of three columns of pure snow. 

inSX, to GHLOBtS. 

Who is this buffoon, fair cousin ? 

CHLOBis, aside. 
Servant unto one away. 

insE, aside. 
Ah ! I understand. 

Lismi, aside. 

Dissemble 
Now my heart, since 'tis thy fate : — 
Ponlevi, how dost thou feel ? [Aloud. 

POKLEVI. 

Me, Senora, feels quite well. 
Full of gladness and contentment. 

LISIDA. 

Who? 

POlOiEVI. 

My master, for of him 
Do you wish to know : 'tis little 
Matter how I feel : . but you 

VOL. II. u 
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Need not soar to such a distance 
like a Norway falcon. 

USIDA. 

Thou 
Gomest back as sharp as ever. 

PONLBVI. 

Virtue nerer can be lost. 

lilSIDA. 

Saj, is Spain a noble country P 

PONLETI. 

Beyond doubt, most excellent. 

LisroA. 
LoTely women ? 

POBXBVI. 

Me did never 
Speak with one the whole year through. 

xisroA. 
Whom do you speak of ? 

POKLBVI. 

Why, my master, 
Whom thou seekest to find out : — 
Do not take so many turnings 
When the race-course is so &ort. 

insB. 
Then his taste must be imperfect. 

POKLEVI. 

No, it is extremely good^ 
Shown by loving you. 
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inss. 

Me also? 

POKLBTI. 

Yes? 

insE. 

But how could lore arise 
Without his seeing me P 

POinJBYI. 

Quite easy; 
If he saw you, 'twere no wonder 
That he loved you ; I am certain 
"Were he even bom blind, 
He would love you without seeing. 

CHLOBIS. 

But one fickle heart *mongst three, 
Say, how can it be divided ? 

POHXEVI. 

'Tis my master's sole command. 
That I no one must dispirit, 
For his case is so extreme 
Lest, perchance, one love miscarry, 
Always to have two in hand ; 
So to show my strict obedience, 
I but say, Deum de deo, 
Or he loves from day to day. 

JSnter oslia. 

CSLIA. 

At the gate the duke is waiting. 

CHLOBIS. 

What vexation ! 

tj2 
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CBLIA. 

With him come 
Both Octavio and Enrico. 

OHLOBis, aside. 

Thanks to love ! that even the duke 
Sometimes can a welcome risit 
Fay to me : — Adoiit his Grace. 

Enter the dvke, ootj|.tio, mnd enbico ; lights are 

introduced. 

OHLOBIS. 

Here your Highness, 'neath this tree, 
'Mid the cool air may rejoice. 

Love doth neither give a choiee 
Nor doth sadness leave me firee ; 
If 'tis given to me to see 
But thy beauty, 'tis all one 
Where my careless steps are gone, 
Be it garden, grove, or room, 
Heaven it must be, I presume, 
Where doth shine so bright a sun. 

The DUKE sits down u/pon a^arden'Seat, and chlobis 
on (mother ; the ladies also on either side, 

OOTAVIO, to SKBIGO. 

Does she not, this mistress mine. 
All my praise surpass by far ? 

EKBIOO. 

She deserves to be a star. 
Since to her such charms divine 
Must thy dazzled heart incline. 
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OOTATIO. 

Time and place are both propitiouB 
Now to speak to her my wishes. 

SKSIOO. 

As a stranger, they, I fear 
Will avail me little here. 

LISIDA. 

Who could have been so malicious, 
As, Enrico, to bestow 
On thee this, since thej must know 
It may make some bosom swell 
Jealously P 

XITBICO. 

And so, do well. 

iasn>A. 

Not that I am. jealous, no, 
'Tis but fJEUicy. 

IITBICO. 

I confess 
I your meaning cannot guess. 

LISIDA. 

Jealousy you let one wreak, 

Not revenge : this scarf can speak. 

EITBICO. 

And this beauteous flower no less. 

X<ISIDA. 

Whose colour t^ your hopes must be 
Turned to jealousy's green nue. 

CKLOBis, aside. 
Heavens ! what sight is this I view ? 
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It is my sister's flower, ah, me ! 
They kill me both, with jealousy. 

DTJEE. 

What is it that disturbs thee so P 

CHLOBIS. 

Naught. 

And there thy glances throw P 

CHLOBIS, aside. 

A potent grief! a powerful pain ! — 

Enrico's coming home again, [Jloud, 

This passing interest made me show : — 

EITBICO. 

I an occasion hoped to gain, 
Seilora, thy fair hand to kiss. 

LisiDA, ande. 
Heart ! and must thou suffer this P 

CHLOBIS. 

That you left the court of Spain 

But recently, is very plain, 

From the gifts With which you come. 

XNBICO. 

You see them quickly. 

CHLOBIS. 

I have some 
Experiences, which ne'er betray, 
Nor do they now. 

ENBICO. 

And what are they P 
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0HL0BI8. 

This scarf and flower on breast and plume 
Love's favours seem, unless I err. 

SNBICO. 

What is mere chance should not appear 
A proof of favour. 

CHI.OBIB. 

If it were. 
Which of the two would you prefer P 

EFBlcOy aside^ 

How shall I fitlv answer her 
As well as Lisida ? 

CHIiORIS. 

Without 
An answer, are you ? 

XKBIOO. 

Not through doubt 
Of what to say my thought I mask, 
But simple wonder love should ask; 
I would prefer, with lips devout 
Kissing it o'er and o'er again, 
That which a lady veiled to-day 
Gave me. 

OHLOBis, aside. 

He knows me, why delay ? — 
But if there had been two, what then P lAloud. 

EKBico, aside. 

Who was e'er pressed in this close way ? — 
With me, the foremost place should boast 

[Aloud. 
The gift of her I loved the most. 



eHXOBIff. 

Which of the two is that P declare. 

EKBICO. 

That which the fairest hue doth bear, 
Better than words will teU alioost. 

KIBE. 

As questions of disdain and love — 
Fond problems of the troubled breast — 
Ever divert the duke the best, 
Let us this casual doubt remove. 
And find what colour best doth prove. 

EITEIOO. 

This is not now the time or place 
For private favours, as his Grace 
Has his own loves to think of . 

No, 
I shall be pleased : 

EXBico, asidk. 

And I, not so. 

CHLOBIS. 

If from two colours we can trace 
The yet all phantom form of her 
Enrico loves, methinks the blue 
Must be the pure and peerless hue 
Which before all he doth prefer. 

IiISlDA. 

I, if from colour we in^er 

The soul's dear choice, must state my creed 

Is in the green. > 
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SKBIOO. 

'Tifl mine to heed 
The argament, and learn from it 
The excellency of your wit : — 
Prithee proceed. 

LISIDA. 

I thus proceed : 
Green is the colour God doth fling 
First on the naked world, a dress 
Which doth increase its loveliness — 
It is the colour of the spring. 
The fairest sight the seasons bring 
Is that green ornament that sees. 
Voiceless and breathless 'neath the trees, 
The mauy-tinted flowers take birth 
On the green cradle of the earth — 
The trembling stars of every breeze. 

CHLOBIB. 

Ear^y that colour and most die 

And rading quickly ne'er be seen-— 

But when the ground is clothed with green 

Transparent azure lights the sky, 

Sp ring hangs her azure veil on high 

Where mynad living lights are thrown 

Over the sky like flowers full blown, — 

Say. which, more richly IN^ature dowers, 

An earthly heaven o'erhung with flowers 

Or heaven's bright field with stars o'erstrown ? 

LISIBA. 

Thifl seeming colour mocks our eyes. 
As if its bright cerulean glow 
Indeed were real : but we know 
There is no colour in the skies : 
Heaven with this brilliaut falsehood lies — 
This asure fiction of the blue: — 
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If we no other reason heard 

But this, the green should be preferred — 

One boasts a mir fictitious hue 

And one whose lovelier shade is true. 

OHLOBIS. 

Not real colour I confess 

Is the sky's azure : but I know 

'Tis better for not being so. 

Were it indeed its actual dress 

It would require but little stress 

To prove its greater beauty. This 

Must be, I hold, the cause of his 

Election, if he choose the blue, 

Since even though feigned it hath a hue 

Fairer than that, how true it is. 

LISIDA. 

The green speaks hope, which always we 
As love's most precious offering prize, 
At least so she may say, whose eyes 
That figured freshness ne'er will see. 
The azure speaks of jealousy, 
And fickle change — two fiends that well 
Know how to blight where'er they dwell, 
What matters, then, if love is given 
To wear perchance the hue of heaven, 
If it must feel the pains of hell P 

OHLOBIS. 

He who on hope doth live alone, 
For that but slightly praised must be, 
But he who loves with jealousy 
Inscribes his love on bronze or stone, 
'Tis thus its steadfastness is known. 
Not weaklv lost when hope is o'er. 
He who, though jealous, doth adore 



Shows what a faithful heart hath he, 

Sinoe in the hell of jealousy 

He can not hope for &your more. 

LisroA. 
To hope is then the happier lot. 

CHLOBIS. 

But to be jealous more discreet. 

LIBLDA. 

Ghreen is the flower so fresh and sweet. 

OHLOBIS. 

The scarf is azure, is it not P 

LIBUDA. 

Well, and what matters that P 

CHLOBIS. 

And what 
Matters the other P 

usmA. 

But in fine 
Think not the flower is mine. 

CHLOBIS. 

Nor mine 
The scarf. [They loth arise, 

LISIDA. 

But if 'twere so 



CHLOBIS. 

How would you act ? 
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ULBIDX. 

I do not know. 

niTKB. 

Now in G-od's name the strife resign, 
No bitter words will sour the aweets 
Of this rare feast of wit I trust, 
G-o not away. 

LISIDA. 

Indeed I must, 
Not to hear more such vain conceits. \_Ua:it. 

GHLOBIS. 

'Tis not the winner that retreats. 

Neither would J hear more : and so 

Fljring from hence I wish to go, 

If I have got yoipr Grace's leave. [^x-t. 

2^t beauty ever doth receive. 

Bimioo. 
What has just passed I scarcely know. 

BITS35. 

Thou art, Enrico, amongst men 
The happiest lover now alive. 
For some, to thee love favours give. 
And others quarrel 'bout them then. 

EKBIOO. 

This hath their colour done, 'tis plain, 
And not my fortune. 

DTJEE. 

O strong power 
Of fate ! [Eait. 
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OOTATIO. 

Wlittt grief! [Exit- 

'Tis envy's hour. 
Who walks about in love's own hue ! [ JSnY. 

EKBICO. 

Heavens ! for a scarf, what dire distress ! 
Heavens ! what distress about a flower ! 

ISxit. 



ACT n. SCENE I.— A OAEDEK. 



JEfUer vovusYi and enbico. 

PONLEVI. 

You appear extremely happy. 

Eiotioo. 

Yes, I am extremely so : 
Aud the spirit of contentment 
Ever wears the hues of joy. 

PONIiBTI. 

Does it cost so much, a lady's 
Saying, I would speak with thee : 
G-o, iSirico, to the garden P 

SITBIGO. 

Lisida will speak, I fear. 
Angrily, for my addresses. 
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But since that rare argament 

When the Scarf and Flower contended — 

Jealousy and love opposed — 

I haye been declared her loyer, 

Angry glances I can meet. 

MUer LisiDA and celia. 
LisrDA. 
Ah! Enrico! 

ENBIOO. 

Not in yain, 
Seeing, ere his own Aurora, 
One hath risen, waits the sun — 
Sajing, doubtless, day hath wandered 
From his pathway in the east : — 
Since without his light — 'tis morning. 

LISIDA* 

Let not flatteries, Enrico, 
Cloak the feelings of your heart. 
Imitating honest silence. 
Simple truth should naked live : 
And as it is my intention 
Now at length to put an end 
To our mutual misconception, 
Listen to me : you retire : 

[^To Ponlevi and Gelia, who withdraw. 
Thou, Enrico, ere your journey 
Lito Spain (and if I thus 
Becollect, 'tis for this reason 
That the breast is bronze to keep 
Eyer fixed the soul's offences), 
Chloris' lover seemed to be 

EKBICO. 

Stay, for I am not desirous 
If by silence, we confess, 
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To confess then hj my silence 
What is ruin to myself, 
No, not Ghloris was the day-star 
Lucent load-stone of mine eyes, 
No, they eyer drank unsated 
Bay by ray a brighter sun — 
Tlame by flame, a fairer fire- world. 

LISIDA. 

But how can you then deny 
What my yeiy eyes were seeing P 

XKBIOO. 

By denying what they saw. 

LISIDA. 

Were you not the yery shadow 
Of her dwelling in the street ? 

IKBICO. 

Yes. 

USIDA. 

A statue on her terrace, 
Did the dawn not find you still ? 



It is true. 



To her ? 



EKBIOO. 
USIDA. 

Haye you not written 



XKBICO. 

I do not deny 
Having written. 
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LIBtDA. 

And the night-tiine 
Was it not the dusky cloa& 
Of your stolen loves ? 

SFBIOO. 

That sometimes 
I did speak to her at night, 
I confess. 

LISIDA. 

This scarf you carry, 
Is it not hers ? 

SITBICO. 

I think that hers 
Once it was. 

LISIDA. 

"What contradiction ! — 
If to see, to speak, to write. 
If to wear her scarf around you, 
If to follow, and to watch, 
Be not love, I ask, Enrico, 
That you tell me what it is ; 
Leave me ignorant no longer 
Of a thing so simply told. 

ENBICO. 

Let an illustration answer : 

The skiird sportsman, who would make 

Of a seeming speck of plumage, 

Borne along in rapid flight. 

The swift mark at which he aimeth — 

Aims not at the bird itself. 

But beside it ; understauding 

That to gain the wind's sure aid. 

He must cheat the wind a little : 
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The experienced mariner, 

Who, the sea, that fierce and foaming 

Prodigy of nature, rules, 

Doth not turn his prow directly 

To the port he seeks to gain, 

But by tacking through the billows 

Wiles their wrath and comes to shore. 

The commander, who, a fortress 

Means to gain, doth first pretend 

That his c^ to arms is sounded 

'Gainst another fort, and thus. 

By all sounds of martial clamour. 

So deceives the place, that he 

Hopes to find it unprotected 

'Gtainst the true attack : and thus 

Wins it less by force than cunning. 

The deep mine, that in the entrails 

Of the earth, begins far off, 

Like an artificial Etna — 

A volcano formed by skill — 

Does not, where its pregnant caverns 

Hold concealed a dread abyss 

Of immense and hidden horrors, 

Take effect, but then deceives 

Even the very fire that Ughts it — 

Here 'tis lightning — thunder there — 

Here conceives, and there travaileth. 

If, then, in the fields of air, 

Is my love that wOy hunter; 

If it be the mariner 

On the inconstant sea of fortune ; 

If in the wars of jealousy 

It appears the victor leader ; 

Kin the bosom's mine it proves 

The fire so hard to be resisted, 

Is it a wonder then that I 

Have kept disguised m^ heart's true feelings P 

But let this sc^urf my witness be, 

VOL. II. X 
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That I, as mariner and hmitery 

CommaDder and volcano wild. 

On land, in air, in fire and water, 

Would win, would come, would strike, would 

reach to 
Victory, ruin, aim, and port, 

lGHv€€ her tie scarf. 

LISIDA. 

Tou conceive that my resentments, 
Weakly flattered in this way — 
Will remit for your injustice 
The atonement of my wrong. 
No, Enrico, I'm a woman 
Proud enough to scorn the love 
That is onlv felt through vengeance 
Of another s slighting scorn : 
He who loves me, he must love me 
For my own deserts alone. 
He must love me for. no object 
But the ffuerdon of mj love : 
If, indeed, when Ghloris thought you 
Her devoted lover, when 
Thou wert soul unto her body. 
You declared herself to me ; 
Then, I think, perchance, £b[irico. 
That with not ungrateful trust. 
That with heart but gently cruel, 
That with slightly scornful eyes, 

I might have esteemed 'No father 

Will I say — I've said enough — 
This alone I will acknowle^e 
Briefly, that if thou hadst been 
Her received and favoured suitor, 
I suspect I had heard thee then. 
Not as now when thou'rt rejected : — 
Por to love one whom we know 
Is the accepted of another 
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Ib the glory of our ^ef, 

But when rejected, ib diBhononr : 

So, Enric6, 1 advise 

That you neither seek nor ask for 

Bemedy, because I think 

That the remedy will kill thee 

Soon as the disease : what gain 

By the remedy to perish 

When the disease will kill as sure ? 

Binuoo. 
Oh ! but stay ! delay thee ! hear me ! 

LISIBA. 

What do you say ? 

BITBIOO. 

That I, please Heaven ! 



Snter celia and foklbyi. 

POKLBVI. 

Ghloris comes, postpone your swearing, 
And so please Heaven a better way. 

EITBICO. 

While she passes, these close jasmines 
Will conceal me. 

IiISIDA. 

How is this ? 
Why so dread that she will see you 
Here with me ? 

BNSIOO. 

Ah ! no, I fear 
It may trouble you : this only 
Is the cause why I should hide ; 
But if it doth not concern you, 

x2 
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Neither doth it matter me ; 
Here I stay, I may see ChloriSy 
Since 'tis you that I adore. 

LISIDA. 

This you do to make her jealous : — 
No, you stay not here with me. 

SNBICO. 

If I hide me, I offend you. 
If I do not, 'tis the same, — 
What then must I do ? 

LISIDA. 

What? Neither 
Hide thee, nor yet stay with me. 

Eiotico. 
What then ? 

LismA. 
Go. 

EKBico, retiring hastily. 

Yes, I will do so. 

LISIDA. 

Stay I you go not in this way. 
But quite slowly, for my object 

Eimico. 
Say it. 

lilfllBA. 

Is that you should go 
And not fly, Enrico, frightened. 

ENBICO. 

In this manner you will see 
That I go, and thus obey thee. 

[ Jn taking off his hat, the flower falls out 
unpercevved. 
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POKLSYI, aside. 

Were there Btakes or paliBadings, 
This would lead to a tournament. 

Miter OHLOBis and irisx ; ximico ^oes before them 
Ixnoing formally^ and exits with fonleti at on^ 
side of the stage^ as lisida and oelia do at the 
other. 

CHLOBIS. 

Nise, what a sight is this P 
What is this my vision sees P 

KTSX. 

Troubles, pains, and jealousies — 

All thy shattered hopes of bliss : — 

If I tell thee a device 

Still to keep their loves apart, 

And thus tranquillize thy heart 

By a simple artifice, 

Tell me, Chloris, what thou'lt say 

If this stroke their love arrests P — 

OHLOBIS. 

That you would with sportive jests 
Wile my serious griefs away. 

KISB. 

The sweet beauteous pink, which we 
Peel the garden's pomp doth make, 
Yieldeth poison to the snake, 
Even as honey to the bee, 

\She percevoes the flower and takes it up. 
And this verdant flower, that here 
Timely fell, for illustration, 
Erom the hat*s strict salutisition 
Of some courteous cavalier, 
Yields the same results to thee — 
To the bee of love, its hue 
Honey gives, and poison too 
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To the snake of jealoiuy ; — 
Take and place it in thy hair. 

OHLOBIB. 

This was Lisida's — the root 
• And fertile source of our dispute. 

irisE. 

To this flower and to my care 
Trust thy remedy : the way 
Is to db what I tell thee. 

OHLOBIB. 

Since I hope no remedy, 
I am willing to obey. 

iris£. 

Let thy earliest lesson be 

This, that howsoe'er love's sting 

Jealously thy bosom wring. 

There is no necessity 

That it be at alL confest, 

But dissembling thy true sorrow, 

Thou the mask of laughter borrow. 

OHLOBIS. 

Strange expedients you suggest. 

KXSB. 

Even to bid her love him, though 
You to Lisida should say. 

OHLOBIB. 
I? 

iriSE. 

Yes, you, and in a way 

That but presently thou'lt know 

Here Enrico comes. 
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OHLOBIB. 

Ah, me ! 

iriBB. 

Now beffins thj simulation : 
Let thy look and oonveiBatioii : 
Be as if it were not he. 

JStUer BiTBico. 

EiTBico, aside. 

Quickly back, the flower that fell 
Here I hasten to regain. 

OHLOSIS to KIBE. 

Ah ! how can I learn to feign ? 

KISS to her, 
Feign you must, or not be welL 

OHLOBIB. 

Why return so expeditious, 
Don Enrico, to these bowers ? 

EKBICO. 

Who would care to seek for flowers 

When the Spring forestalls his wishes ? — 

All who to a garden come 

Bring not flowers, but bear them thence; 

I alone with this disf^ense. 

Haying brought this orange bloom. 

OHLOBIB. 

What you mean, I cazmot sat, 
But I think some other passion 
In a yery cautious fashion 
You attempt to serye this way. 
By this flower. Adieu ! 
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BHBICO. 

She goes ! 
Beauteous Chloris, think 

Enter Lisisii. 

LT8IDA, Mide, 

That she 
May behold this scarf on me 

I return here now my rose 

Chloris wears ! 

iimioo, not perceiving lisida. 

This crimson glow — 
Speck upon a sun, so bright — 
Which presumes to blend its light 
With thj forehead's gold and snow, 
Is not in its proper place, — 
Guardian thorns did once enclose 
With their fence this beauteous rose, 
Still from out their strict embrace 
It was taken : would st thou then — 
With thy bright eyes' glances try 
To replace them, so that I 
Ne'er could get it back again P 
For though traitor thorns we meet — 
Tour bright looks would ne'er betray it, 
Let my hand approach and lay it 
As a trophy at thy feet. 

LIBEDA, aside. 
Can my sight or hearing err? 

iriSE to OHLOSIS. 

Lisida has seen thee. 

CHLOBis to Jter. 

True; 
Tell me, then, what I must do. 
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You must leave him here with her* 

CHLOBIS. 

Leave him here with her ? 

msB. 

On this feigning for thj cure. 

CHLOBIS. 

Be it so. 

KISB. 

But mind be sure. 
Show the flower in passing bj. 

CHLOBIS. 

That I'U do with Httle sighing, 
Since I wish she see me bear it : 
But, my scarf, she still will wear it. 

KISE. 

Gk) retiring, but not flying. 

CHLOBIS. 

Love ! obedienee thus I show. 

KISS. 

My eiperienced skill obey. 

CHLOBIS. 

With the scarf that she should stay ! 

LisiDii, aside. 
With the flower that she should go ! 



314 THS 80ABV AND THS IPLOWZB. 

GHLOSis and iriSE «2atrfy reHre; owloibj.^ pointing 

triumphantly to the flower^ and libida to ike 

seaff. 

EVBioo, aside. 

Who before did ever prove 
Such misforfcune ? 

riBIDA. 

< 
Knighthood's stain, 
Base, inconstant, treacherous, vain. 
Fickle, faithless, without love, 
Canst thou an excuse prefer 
Por thy love's hypocrisy, 
Since you gave the scarf to me. 
But to give the flower to her ? 



Eimico. 



Hear me !. 



LISIDA. 

Wherefore hear thee, pray f 



ENBIOO. 



See! 



LISLDA. 

Perchance some new deceit,- 
Said you not, that at her feet 
You would lay it ? 

ENBIGO. 

'Twas to say- 
Though from her I would receive it, 
'Twas not for her head designed. 

LISIDA. 

Canst thou think me then so blind 
As, this falsehood, to believe it P*^ 
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SVBIOO. 

I the tmtli bave told to thee. 

lilSIDA. 

Would to GK)d that it were bo ! 

BKBIOO. 

If m J love doth die or no, 
Hangs now on thj cruelty. 

LIBIDA. 

Then 'twill die, if heaven above 
Works no miracle for thee. 

Bimico. 
O unfounded jealouBjr I 

LIBIDA. 

O too ill-requited lore ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. — A, BOOM IK THB DUKE* 8 PALACE. 



Snter the dttke with a letter in his hand, and 

OCTAVIO. 

But only this denial 

Needed my love for its extremest trial. 

OCTAVIO, 

And do no sparks of hope appear P 

Octavio, none : since Heaven doth interfere, 
It every hope prohibits. 

OCTAVIO. 

To-day dread Love his vengeful power exhibits, 

Maldns usproudly understand 

How Ime Heaven's bolts can fall the arrows from. 

his hand, 
Since like the lightnings dashing wildly by — 
The proud they humble and make low the high. 

Bather, Octavio, in coward mood 

His rage overwhelms the prostrate and subdued. 

The tower, the proudest m)nt that rears. 

Must feel at length the heavy weight of years ; 

If it declines or faUs, 

'Tis not a building then, but ruined walls — 

A mark unworthy of that flame august 

Which crumbles mightiest pinnacles to dust. 



I 
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OCTATIO. 

Think not, mj lord, a building so decayed, 

Although no more its mouldering walls are made 

A place where slowly preys 

The yenom'd fang, the poisonous tooth of days, 

Time, to allow thy griefs to pass. 

Makes of thy years a basilisk of brass. 

DTJKS. 

I hope not now for thel^ duration. 

OOTAYIO, 

Would I could give thee joy or consolation ! 

nuKE. 
Who has just entered P Hast thou been observant ? 

OCTATIO. 

It is Enrico. 

DUES. 

. And who else ? 

OCTATIO. 

His servant ; 
Who the licence that you gave, doth use 
To enter here at times. 

DUKS. 

'Tis true, he doth amuse 
My sorrows ; but now leave me, I desire 
To speak here with Enrico. 

Unter ensico and foklevi. 
OCTATIO, aside.. 

On the wings of fire 
Bpeed, heart, to Nise, seize the luck befalls thee, — 
ily ! it is Love — ^the winged god that calls thee ! 

[Uxit. 
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BUKB. 

How msxxj thoughts doth musing sorrow trace ! 

POWLEVl. 

Let me kiss, this instant, please jour Gbace, 

Sovereign ruler of this land, 

Your royal foot, which I would take by the hand. 

To-day my heart is so oppressed with evil 
It cannot jest. 

Then I may go to the devfl ! 
Forced laughter now is treason, — 
Women and jests please only when in season. 

BUEE. 

Until now, to speak to Chloris fair, 

Made my loye rest, my star bright promise wear, 

Dividing with the day 

The sweet delusions she at night would say ; 

But since, at length, no more appears this gleam 

Of comfort, an^;uish reaches the extreme 

Of grief, despau*, and discontent : — 

Hear this letter which to me she has sent : — 

IBeadt. 
" My lord. 

The continual visits of your Highness 
have awakened more than one malicious suspidon : 
and my father being absent, that which, at one time 
would have been to him an honour, will now be the 
cause of double calumny. I expect him soon, and 
so I beseech your Higlmess to excuse my request- 
ing that you will not come to see me" 

I read no more : this sentence which she sends, 
This wrong, at length, my long-tried patience ends ; 
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Tea I avow it unto thee, 

This scorn does more than all her cruelty, 

More than her frowns, which once could prove 

Sweet prison chains that bound my captive love : 

And so, Enrico, I desire 

That for this evil, this consuming fire. 

You will this day a remedy procure me, 

And so thus swiftly kill me, or thus cure me ; 

Ton must find out for me without delay 

What Chloris really tl^nks : behold a way 

To reach the ungratefid fair one's bosom, for 

Love hath its stratagems as well as war : — 

Thou knowest Nise, her fair cousin, who 

Is, as it were, the soul of her I woo ; 

If then on her attentive you would wait 

And publicly her favours celebrate — 

I do not doubt that you will soon be loved : 

Your gallantrv, Enrico, has been proved ; 

Besides, a maiden, when she feels you mean 

Marriage, aUows her inmost thoug'hts be seen ; 

Thus having gained unto your aid 

With love tiie cousin, and with gifts the maid 

Who waits upon her, you will be possessed 

Of the approach to the snowy mine of her breast, 

Which by a counter-mine of snow. 

Soon thou wilt make to burst with fiery glow : — 

And thus between the flames and snows 

My love the truth shall gain, and I, repose. 

EKBICO. 

My lord, although to-day had sought 

My hope, some way of serving you in aught — 

Octavio will from Nise sooner learn 

The secrets that your love would thus discern. 

DUKE. 

If to Octavio I had meant to unfold 
My secret, I Octavio would have told ; 
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And since I have confided it to thee, 
Prom thee I wish my cure of jealousy : — 
And not Octavio. 

BITBIOO. 

I may first inquire 
Of Lisida, my lord. 

Neither do I desire 
That Lisida should be aware of it, 
Since in continual rivalry of wit 
And beauty, the two sisters ever live. 
And this being known to one, would therefore give 
Her the advantage, and would make her be 
The suspicious witness of my jealousy. 

BNBIGO. 

Since you will listen unto no excuse, 
Think of the inconvenience 'twill produce ; — 
Octavio wooeth Nise, it will be 
A wrong to him. 

DUKE. 

I have 'more claims than he. 

KNEICO. 

'Tis true, my lord, but I too wpo a dame 
To be my wife, of noble name and fame, 
From whom I must forego my suit sincere : 
Grant me then leave 

DUKE. 

It is an idle fear, 
And wrong to me, as equal things to blend 
The displeasiire of a mistress and a friend, — 
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From whom, this alight fraud o*er, thou'lt be 

receiving 
Thanks, for effecting thus his undeceiying, — 
But if it more concerns thee, I resign 
Mj chdm : 'twere wrong to force your wish to mine. 

SKBICO. 

My lord 

DFILE. 

No more address me. 

ENBIOO. 

Will you refuse my service ? 

nuKX. 

Do not press me. 

BKBICO. 

It was to warn thee 

nvKB. 

Do not speak a word. 

EKBICO. 

I feel you doubt my loyaiy^y, my lord. 

nuiCB. 

And with ^ood reason, since you thwart my will. 

vain, vam love ! and friendship vainer still ! 

EKBICO. 

Can the world show in all its scenes of wrong 
A maze more subtle, or a knot more strong, 
Than that which friendship, loyalty, and love — 
Priend, mistress, lord, have round about me wove ? 
If I refuse to woo fair Nise, then 

1 leave the duke complaining; if again 

TOL. n. T 
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I WOO her, 'ids Octavio that doth mourn — 
If I watch Chloris, she ia wronged in turn ; 
If I proclaim the truth, it will appear 
I break my trust ; and if I persevere, 
I run the risk in Lisida's dear eyes 
Of seeming Nise's favours but to prize ; 
Her too I wrong, and all the others so, — 
Lisida, Chloris, and Octavio : — 
Ah, me ! then whither shall I go ? 
How thus divided meet each separate woe P 
Serving the duke, Octavio not offending, — 
Wronging not Nise, Chloris none intending — 
Nor causing Lisida one jealous fear — 
Heavens 1 there's enough of complication here ! 



SCENE III. — THE GAEDBN OF IfABIO'S pOUSE. 

^ter LisxBA and oelia. 

USED A. 

You're sure you saw him, then ? 

OEfjIA. 

Unless 
Sure sight could err. 

LISIDA. 

And that the favour 
Which Chloris wore, 'twas Nise gave her. 
After Enrico lost it ? 

GELIA. 

Tesj 

For in the garden as I loitered. 
Listening to many an idle sally 
Spoken by Ponlevi his valet. 
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The whole affair I reconnoitred : 

H!ad I an opportunity 

As now, I would have sooner said it. 

LISEDA, aside. 

Since I must die else, shall I credit 

This doubtful witness, Jealousy ? — 

Yes, for through design, nor chance, 

Nor slj collusion, comd it be 

That ms excuse could so agree 

"With this, in every circumstance ; 

Ah, me ! how soon, when weak with woe, 

[Aloud. 
Whate'er we wish we seem to view — 
It does not need a thing be true, — 
It is enough it may be so : — 
Alas ! unhappy undeceiving ! 
Too late you come the woimd to heal, 
For now, my Celia, now I feel, 
How harsh 1 was in not believing : 
Gtod ! how his generous heart must swell 
To think we parted severed friends, — 
But I will make him full amends. 
Await me here. 

CELIA. 

Consider well 
What you ought now to do. 

USIDA. 

To write 
A letter free from every sting, 
Which, my dear Celia, you must bring 
Unto his hand, as swift as light : — 
Whose gentle influence stealing o'er 
His heart, will all its joys renew — 
Love and the sun when breaking through 
Quarrels and clouds shine out the more. 

[IkiL 

t2 
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JSnter fokusti. 

POKLETI. 

Scarcely have I, in the palace, 
Left my lord, ungrateful Celia, 
When vou see me here retuming- 
The lightning of the cloak and sword — 
To embrace you, like the lightning. 

CELIA. 

Without speaking, would'st embrace me ? 

POKLBTI. 

Yes ; I better know the practice 
Than the theory of wooing. 

OELUL. 

And of wit, neither : — but, misfortune ! 
Woe is me ! here cometh Chloris, 
Walking thither through the garden ; 
If she sees thee, 'tis my death-stroke. 

PONLEVI. 

Therefore, you enjoy the pleasure 
Eirst of seeing me : but tell me 
What am I to do ? 

OELIA. 

To hide thee 
Underneath these boughs. 

POITLETI. 

Through terror 
I my feet am scarce uplifting. 
Like as in a comic drama, 
Li the dwelling of his lady 
Is the king found by her father, 
Tottering-footed and large-bearded. 

\_0(mceals himself'. 
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JBnier chlobib and iriSE. 

0HLOEI8. 

What has brought thee hither, Celia P 

OELIA. 

I am waiting till my ladr 
Lisida would leave ner chamber 
And come hither. 

CHLOBIS. 

It is better 
That within the house you wait her. 

{^JExi^ Celia. 
Nise, ah ! my Mend, my cousin, 
Little can you feel my anguish, 
Since for such a time you leave me ! 

KISE. 

Speaking through the trellised windows 
Of these gardens, with Octavio 
Have I been. 

CHLOBIS. * 

A proper reason 
Hast thou given for thy detention, * 
If you truly love each other. 

KISE. 

Neither loving nor forgetting, 
Thus at times his hopes I humour ; — 
But with thee, how art thou speeding 
With the lesson P 

CHLOBIS. 

I have studied 
It so well, that I need only 
An occasion to employ it. 
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Enter libida with a letter in her hand; on seeing 

them she conceals it, 

LISIPA. 

Was not Celia here this moment ? 

CHLOBIB* 

Here but now was Celia waiting ; 
I have just desired her enter 
Tliere within. 

mBE. 

I go to call her. 
'Tis an excellent occasion [^Aside to chlobis. 
Now to open the campaign — 
Jealousy to blind and baffle. [Sxit. 

CHLOBiB to LIBIDA, icho is retiring. 

Lisida, awhile detain thee, 
Eor I have many things to say. 

LIBIDA* 

Then the consequence is certain 
That I haye many things to hear : 
Begin. 

PomLBVi, peeping. 

Now comes a mighty battle. 

OHLOBIS. 

Lisida, we are now together, — 

Thou art my sworn friend and sister, 

As to a friend's and sister's bosom 

Will I lay bare my secret soul. 

Two years have flown, thou must remember 

Since in my gardens, seemed Enrico 

A living statue — so alive — 

That all the plants were more indebted 

Unto his eyes for tearful dew-drops 
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Than to the sighs that morning breathes : — 
Then came his absence, and as Heaven 
Varies so often our condition, 
That the brieht day of love foremnneth 
Often the fi<Sde eve of change, 
Easily thus, the scattered ashes 
Died in the fire but just enkindled. 
And in the chilling air of absence 
Vanished the flame of love itself. 
Shortly the duke became my suitor. 
And though my honour and good fiune 
Offered resistaoice, I acknowledge 
Not with complete success ; for some 
Gentle impression such uncommon 
Proofs of luffection must have caused : 
On his returning home, Enrico, 
Jealous to see the duke's attachment. 
Or having now become enamoured 
Once again through jealousy's cause, 
Striveth now to wreak his vengeance 
Vainlv through thee for my disdain : 
Let this garden be a witness — 
Whither in spite of aU his anguish — 
Lest I should be in plaintive mood 
For having given the scarf thou'rt wearing, 
He back returned to give this flower — 
Tvpe of the hope he still doth nourish. 
If you are then my friend and sister, 
As I have said ; if thou wouldst share 
Part of my joy as all my sorrow, 
Do then this single act for me : — 
Love thou Enrico much — repaying 
With a firm faith and true affection 
His faith and love which are so false. 
Do not in any way exhibit 
Your knowledge that he feigns and hides 
Through thee his vengeance : to awaken 
Love, 'tis enough to think he loves : — 
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Thus will the duke have lesser reason 
For being jealous, thus Enrico 
Feel full security in love, 
And in his lord's recovered favour, — 
I will gain quiet — ^you a spouse. 
And au more joy and less disquiet. 

LisiDA, aside. 

She thinks that me she is deceiving. 

When 'tis herself that is deceived : — 

Certainly, Chloris, when I saw thee 

Making such prefaces and prologues, 

I thought the affair was very arduous 

That should be done by me for thee : — 

Do you not ask me more, my sister, 

Than to deceive a man ? Was never 

Anything easier ? Insufficient 

Is it to know that I'm a woman P 

Needed it then to urge me so ? — 

But notwithstanding all, to serve thee 

This I will say, that though I thought 

Never to speak to thee more, obedient 

Will I be now to thy commands ; 

From this day thou'lt see me with him — 

Ever from dusky night till dawn — 

Ever from dawn till night descendeth — 

And ere upon that starry pyre 

The sun renews his life, consuming 

His golden plumes in silver fires — 

I wiU despatch to him a letter, 

Filled with a thousand fond entreaties, 

Telling him come to see me, so 

Worded, that you will be persuaded 

Even yourself that it is true : — 

Or at the least, no clear distinction 

Will you be able to discover 

Eetwixt these feigned and false endearments : 

Do you wish more ? 



THS BCABV AKD THX 1*L0WEB. 829 

OHLOBIB. 

Not even so much. 

PONLBTI, aside. 

Did ever I hear a trick more artful 

Than this thej have planned to fool Enrico ? — 

Never in all my days : I'll slip 

Out of this place, while they are speaking ; — 

I burst — I bum to tell him all : 

[While they converse toaether, ponlevi 
slips out unperceivea, 

LISIDA. 

Lose all anxiety, and trust me 
All shall be right. 

CHLOBIS. 

Adieu then : lastde} cursed 
Be the revenge that turns to love, 
As well as the love that turns to vengeance ! 

LISIDA. 

If Chloris bids me for Enrico feign 
Love that the sooner he might her forget — 
Then with her sorrows would my eyes be wet, 
While I should feel my own love's sharp disdain: 

But if she thus my fondness would restrain, 
Snaring my love within this subtle net — 
Oh ! it were doubly wrong in me to let 
Action and thought attempt a risk so plain : 

And since the mark at which her arrows fly 
Is pictured in this green-girt rose's hue — 
Guthered by stealth and speedily to die — 
Heedless I may, her jealous efforts, view — 

For he who once is guilty of a lie. 
Is always doubted though he speaketh true. 
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IlfUer Eimico and poklbvi ; they converse apart. 

EITBICO. 

You are lying. 

POWIiBTI. 

No; I lie not. 

BKBICO. 

That this happened ? 

poiirijBVi. 

As I told you. 

EKBICO. 

"What, that Chloris doth forget me, 
And that Lisida deceives me ? 

POITLBVI. 

Tes, my lord, for both the ladies 
Are two super-cunning sly ones. 

BNEICO. 

' I will prove this. 

PONLEVI. 

In what manner ? 

ENEICO. 

Lisida herself will prove it ; 
When we parted, she was angry, — 
If I find, upon our meeting 
All her jealous wrath abated, 
Ere I've made her satisfaction, 
It is true. 

POKLETI. 

Then wait a little 
For a letter she will write you, 
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xmioo. 
Who could ever have such patience P 

LisiDA, advancing. 

Welcome majest thou be, Enrico, 
For it seems tclj soul advanceth 
Ere my tardj words to call thee, 
Falsifying thus the slowness 
Of thy absence. 

ElOUOO. 

"Why wait longer P [Ande. 
Stay, thou &lse ungrateful siren, [Alfmd. 

Gunning crocodile, delay thee. 
If you weep, your tears destroy me, 
If you sing, your songs are fatal. 
Proved too well by all your changes : 
Since to-day your jealous weeping 
Gtiye me mortal anguish, tyrant, 
And the strains that speak forgiveness 
Also -give me death ; Oh ! leave me. 
Since of thee I am not certain, 
Whether tears or songs you give me. 

LISIDA. 

Neither to-day was feigned my weeping, 
Nor is my laughter fisdse, Enrico, 
Opposite though they be, the twain 
Bom of the soul are twin affections, 
If I, to day, wept jealousy's sorrows, 
I, to-day, sing praises to love ; 
Joyously thankmg'all his unravellings. 
Since fix)m Celia, secretly listening. 
Full explanation I have received ! — 
Then it is not a siren that calls thee. 
Feigning tenderness, to her arms, 
Nor a crocodile is it that wrongs thee 
With the show of fabe flowing tears ; — 
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It is Love alone that among these branches 
Singeth or weepeth equally true, 
When he weepeth and when he singeth. 

xiniico. 

Dost thou think, that I am ignorant 
All the words that now thou art speaking 
Are but feigned ? 

LISIDA. 

And can this letter 
Be also feigned I was going to send P 

l^Oives him the letter. 

ENBICO. 

Peace ! peace ! for even this letter 
Is a witness stronger than all 
The other grounds of my unhappiness, 
Since you promised Chloris your sister 
That you would write a letter like this : 
This is not love ; it is a stratagem 
Planned by you two. 

LISIDA. 

And who so speedily ? 

POKLETE, aside. 
Now I enter into the dance. 

lilSIDA. 

Could have told vou that we were speaking 
Lately together r 

PONLEVI, aside. 

Oh ! what matter ? 
Leave me under the cloud, I pray. 
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• XITRICO. 

Pdnlevi here, who was carefully liBtening, 
Secretly hidden under the boughs, 
Heard what you and Chloris were phmning, 
CrueUj planning against my peace. 

POKLETI. 

I, my lady, said nothing about it ; 
My master, begging his pardon, lies ; 
Not a word of all he has uttered 
Has he ever been told my me. 

[poiTLETi seems disposed to retire through 
fear of LiaiDA,. 

LISIDA. 

Do not fear : say where was I speaking 
"When you o^er&eard me ? 

POITLBTI. 

If I must speak. 
Since it was you yourself that ordered me, 
It was here. 

LISIDA. 

How long is it since ? 

POKLEVI. 

But an instant. 

LIBEDA. - 

That is sufficient, 
Since if I did not go away 
Out of this spot, nor here was it written, 
It is clear, the cause of it is, 
My being undeceived in my jealousy, 
Not what Ghloris has said to me. 

POKLBTl. 

Cleverly is the problem proven. 
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sintioo. 

So that it seems I am bound to believe 
Tou spoke falsely then to your sister^ 
Now you are speaking the truth to me. 

LISIDA. 

Saw you never, Enrico, a table, 

Which when placed in one light presents 

A perfect form of exquisite beaul^, 

And in another a monster feigns r 

For the figure is so indebted 

Unto the pencil's magical art, 

Opposite things it represents : — 

So IS my love : in the light of Ghloris 

It a monster of terror seems, 

But in that of Enrico, perfect 

Beauty becomes ; and this alone 

In the soul is the only difference 

'Twixt true love and one that is feigned. 

Biraico. 

I know not how thy words are so potent, 
Notwithstanding my being deceived, 
That they make me credit you : let me 
At thy feet my gratitude snow, 
Kissing the flower that their touch produces, 
Not to say, upon which they tread. 

lilSIDiL. 

Are not, think you, my arms more near thee ? 

ENBIGO. 

No, for they are a sphere too high. 

JEnter ohlobis and insE. 
OHLOBis, aside to i<riSE. 
"We have come at an evil moment. 
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LISIDA to EKBICO. 

Lest this tiresome couple delay. 
And weary us waiting, take thy departure 
But for a little while, 'till they pass, 
And then return. 

XKBIOO. 

Yes : I will do so, [Uxit 

LISIDA. 

Truly you owe me much, my sister. 

What would you more ? I have embraced him, 

Merely to do what you command. \^Mnt. 

CHLOBIS. 

Ah ! YOU have given me death, my cousin. 
You from, my hands have ta'en my arms. 
And given my weapons, even the weapons 
With which she strikes the deadly blow. 

irisE. 

It is quite true ; yes, this deception 
Has turned out badly ; but let us see 
K we may not strike out another. 
Have you some paper in your sleeve ? 

GHLOBIS. 

None but this, which is some trifling 

Bill or other. [ Gives her a paper, 

KISE. 

'Twill do quite well ; 
Leave me now for awhile : the issue 
You, concealed, can easily see. [Exit Cfhloris, 
Ponlevi ! 

POKLETT. 

Your wilj, Senora ? 
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KIBE. 

Listen to me. 

POKIiBVI. 

What do you command ? 

KISE. 

This. [She ttrikes Urn. 

POIfLBTI. 

Good Heavens ! you're going to strangle me ! 

irisE. 

Caitiff vile ! is it thus you dare 
To wrong my sense of honour ? 

POITLBTT. 

"What honour ? 

KISE. 

Thus with blushless face of assurance 
So to dare P 

PONLEVI. 

But what have I dared ? 

msE. 
Wretch, be silent ! [Strikes him ogam. 

PONLBVI. 

You are stabbing me 
With ten tapering daggers of crystal 
Bearing ten mother-of-pearl points^ 

insE. 
Thou to me ? [She tears the pamper. 
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LisroA. 

What meaneth ihis optciy ? 
What has happened, cooain ? 

iriBB«' 

'Tia nought : — 
Hence, thou scoundrel, infamous pander, 
Ere from a window out you flj ; 
Thus I scatter the torn pieces, 
Numerous as spotted butterflies here, 
Of the letter you dared to bring me. . 

POITLETI. 

I? 

KISI. 

Presume not to answer a word. 
Hence! 

poiaEVi. 

Please Heaven 



KISB. 

Come, no replying. 
povLin. 



That 



lasE. 

What, still dost thou dare to talk ? 
Off with you! 

TOTHJEVl. 

Yes, I will do so. — ^Masters, [^Atide. 
This lady has taken a drop too much. {^Eant 

LISIDA. 

Will you not tell me what has happened P 
TOL. n. z 



insx. 
Why, thM fellow, before my fiice, 
Hiul the. insolence to inform me 
That his master 

UBIDA. 

Speak! 

KISS. 

Desired 
Him to offer tome this letter ; 
As he saw that he conld not f ▼«, . 
Jealousy through thy meims to Chlons, 
Now his hopes had turned to me. 

LismA, aside. 

This is another stroke of cunning ; 

She must not carry ^^^ VO^} "^ ^f' ^.^ 
[Lifts up the jneees qf torn paper. 

irisi. 
What are you doing, liisida ? 

LisrDA. 

Baising 
Merely the paper which you have torn. 

..... * 
insE. 

To what purpose? 

LISIPA. 

To this purpose, 
Nise, that as you once upraised ^ 
A certain flower, which was Enrico, s^. . 
Even from this very ground, to give 
It to Chloris, as if from Enrico, 
So do I, for a similar cause, . . 

'Eoise these pieces of torn paper. t 
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iriBi, 

Bless me I what unfortunate days 
Have been these for my efforts at lying. 
[lisida reads thefragmenU toJnch she has 
collected, 

USIDA. 

This says here, some lavender water — 
Here, afresh egg — and here again, 
Powder qfsuhlimate. This is sufficient — 
It showeth more concern than lore ; 
Since Enrico takes such precautions 
That jou should wash your face so well, 
You must not have appeared to him thoroughly 
Neat, my Nise. 

KISS. 

Who can prevent 
The air from playing with pieces of paper P 
One it wi^, and another orings back ; 
This, of course, cannot be the letter 
That I tore. 

LISIDA. * 

It may be so : think 
How unhappy has been the issue 
Of all thy stratagems, all thy wiles. 

KISE. 

« 

What are the wiles, and what the stratagems P 

LISIDA. 

These: — 

insB. 
But do not compel me to say 
The many days that with passionate eagerness 
Unto me has Enrico paid court:** 

z2 
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How he wooed me and wrote to me often, 
Tiring me out with his ceaseless snit. 
You yourself may hear him addressing 
To me the laneuage of loye, if you 
Hide for a litue. 

IiISXDA. 

I do not desire 
To take upon thee a greater vengeance, 
Than to convict thee of this lie ; 
And since he will return, protected 
By these jessamines, I shaU see 
If he writes to you, if he speaks to you. 

KISE. 

Heavens ! Lisida dear, how quickly 
Thus you are taking me at my word ! 
Do you not see I was only jesting f 

LISXDA. 

No, your object was to deceive. 

I but meant a little to rally thee ; 
That was the object, — nothing more. 

LISIDA. 

Whether or no, I soon shall see it. 

{^Gmeeals herself: 

msE. 

Who e'er saw a more difficult pass ? 
Witli^the Msehood, Lisida holds me 
As within the jaws of a trap, — 
For in all his life, Enrico 
Scarcely a word to me has said. 
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Snter mioo anJ povlsti. 

POKLEVI. 

Whj like a bee aFound a hiye, 
Do you circle thia garden P 

SKBIOO. 

'Tia my centre ; . 
If now and then I did not enter, 
It were impossible to liye. 

0HL0BT8 entera at the side scene^ where the remains 

listening. 

cuLO'BinyJrom herplaee qf concealment* 
Here my attention I can gire. 

LiBiDAy from here. 
From this spot the whole can be heard. 

XKBIOO. 

Lisida promised not to hare stirred 
Out of that spot. 

POKLEVI. 

She is not there, 
But in her place is Nise the fair. 

Fisiy aside. 
Ah ! he departs without saying a word. 

EVBico, aside. 

Qooi Gk>d I here is Nise alone, — 
No one sees me, no one is near, 
If I could only conquer my fear, 
Opening the mine as the duke hath shown, 
I could serve his loye and secure my own :— 
For a love that is secret and occult 
Should always a secret hour consult : 
I am alone and invisible here 
To Lisida, so I need not fear 
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Ta make the attempt with a good, result ; 
Fair fseraph of this sweet Pamdise, [2b iriSE. 
This beautiful earden, love's bright bower, 
Since thou art both the guard and the flower, 
At onoe the protectress and the prize, 
Sheath the fuishing sword of thine eyes, 
Hear the delicious sounds divine- 
Hear the trembling wishes that pine 
In the lover's bosom like prisoned doves, 
Accept this spoken homaee as love's — 
And not, fiur l^ise, as if it were mine. 

KISE, oiide. 
What is this that I hear P 

OHLOBis, ande. 

Ah, me ! 

liisiBA, atide. 

Death my confidence doth reward. 

POKLBVI. 

BecoUect this is Nise, my lord. 
And not Lisida.- 

siNitioo. 

I saw thee^ 
Therefore I love thee : so it should be : 
Prom that, moment dazzled and blind) 
Heart and soul to thee I resign'd,^ ' 
Motes that no other sunbeam know, — 
Por thy form of beautiful snote 
Lives in a sphere of fire confined. 
Ever since then, my love to teU 
, Day after day, an occasion I seek. 

POKLEVI. 

Think, my lord, 'tis to Nise you speak. . 

ENSIOO. 

I am not blind, — I know it well. 



LIBEDAy oiide. 

Ajb lore liyes ! it was truth tliat fell 
From Nwd but now^ whom he doth adore ! 

OHLOSis, aride, 

Hearena ! can there be a miracle more P' ! . 
It is for Niae that now.he sighs ! 

TOKLEYI, aside. 
All in & moment for Kise he dies ! 

KiSEy aside. 

It must be loVe that but now he swore :— 
Who ever saw such a strange confusion ! 
What was spoken in jest but now 
Turns out true one knows not how : 
Let me fiivour the new illusion. 

XKBIOO. 

Though I have lived so long in delusion, 
Now undeceiving, at least, I die. 

Kisx, aside. 

Never inall my life have I 

Seen a man more in love : — [ahud] But you 

Paid court to Ghloris a time P 

Eimioo. 

'Tistrue, 
My will a slave at her feet did lie. 

CHLOBis, aside, 
Ai. ! the traitor, how soon it fled. , 

ITISE. 

Then it seems your affection is tum'd 
To Lisida,.and for her you bum'd P 
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EVBICO. 

M}[ spirit was chain'd where her feet wonld tread: — 
This IS the only true word I have said ! [Aside. 

ZJSIDA, oiide. .. 
Ah ! how cniel i 

insE. 

And now to me 
You offer your heart, the last of the threew 

IKEICO. 

In you my glory is all complete. 

KISB. 

Never in all my life did I meet 
A Florentine more Portuguese-like. 

EKBICO. 

To be 
Attached to two others will not be deem'd 
Any loss to the third, if you'll recollect* 

ias£. 
Why, can there be a greater defect P 

IKBIOO. 

Eather a merit. ' No one has dream'd 
That anything should be less esteem'd, 
A book or a painting, a statue or blade. 
Because the artist perchance hath made 
Some others before it : no, it is thought 
Better fashion'd, more skilfully wrought. 
From his great^ experience iA art or tr^e. 
Ihus I inferj in my love for you, 
It doth redound to its credit more, 
My having loved, two others before ; 
Not through election now I woo, 
Force, as Gk)d knows, I yield me to* 



For but living to-day in you, 

All that my loye^ my fortune can do— 

All the experience over me gone — 

Is to make a perfect work in one 

Of what I but leam'd in the other two. 

CHLOBIfik 

This must I hear f 

IJ8IJ>A« 

This must I see P 
[msE goes and takes lisida 2y the hand^ and 
leads her where OHLOSIB is standing. 

insB. 

To back a palnable sophistry, 
You must reply, dear cousin mine. 
See if thou wilt thy claim resign. 

LISrDA, to SKBICO. 

Tell me again to trust to thee. 

poiriiBvi. 
What could hither our steps allure ? 

simioo. 
Help me, Heaven ! 

UnSE, to CHLOBIS. 

You are now secure. 

CHLOBIS. 

Not altogether : — 

KISB. 

What can it be 
That you fknio require f 



CHIiOBIB. 

To be Bore of thee, 
"WTio will secure me P — bo that the cure 
yforse than the old diflease may prove. 

KISS. 

I have brought a doubt on his love, 
That was all I wish'd to produce. 

[^Exeunt ifriss and chlobib. 

IJSIDA, to Eiotico. 
What have you now to say in excuse ? 
Have you no tongue ? 

EITBIOO. 

It cannot move. 

ft 

LIBIDA. 

Defend thy contract. 

'Twere vain to try. 

LIBIDA. 

Explain the cause. 

EKBICO. 

^o power have I. 

LISIDA. 

Deceive me itgain. 

EKBICO. 

'Twere little use. 

LISLDA. . . 

Speak. 

'EiTBIOO. 

" ' 'Tis fear that my w:ords repress. 
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.LIBIDA. 

Whose 18 the fidaehood P 

VSJIICO. 

Mine, I know. 

LIBIDA. 

Whose is the truth P 

XITEICO. 

'Tis mine also. 

LISIDA. 

Then what you said was a falsehood ? 

Tes. 
LisroA* 
This is not an evasion p 

EKBIOO. 

No. 

LISIDA. 

No new deception has entered thy brain P 

X17BI0O. 

Sincerity neyer has need to feign. 

POKLEVI. 

Did I not tell you over and over. 
That this was not the place for a lover P 
You wouldn't believe me, now all is vain. 

LISIDA. 

Such a false deceiving lover may die. 
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htbioo. 
Firm in liia fiuih he meaiis to live. 

IIBIBJL. 

What proofs of your fimmess do you give P 

XKBICO. 

My silence, and my constancy. 

LISIDA. 

You are easy to melt, 

EKBICO. 

A diamond, I, 

LISIDA. 

Jealousy, auger, doud my sense. 

BJITBIOO. 

Ah ! upon what a slight pretence, 
Can the little sly. god with wiles 
Turn into frowns the sunniest smiles, 
And make of loye itself an offence. 
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ACT HE. SCENE I.— thi btbbxt bstobs 
tabio'b house — laOHT. 

Enter the duki, xbbico, poklsti, and a mttbiciak. 

DT7EX. 

There is no power to which love will submit. 

XITBIOO. 

One thing alone can make lore do it. 

DVXE. 

And what is that ? 

XKBICO. 

The will to subdue it ; 
So Garcilaso, my lord, hath writ. 

nuEE. 

Then 'twas a false conceit of wit ; 
Por that can have but the same effect 
As forgetfulness, which men select 
As a cure for ills that are past recall, 
And which for love is no cure at all ; 
Some other remedy recollect. 

XKBICO. 

This, notwithstanding, the way must be 

Of him who would save his heart from ruin. 

Yes, the beginning of love's subduing 

Is the desire of victory, — 

For how is it possible that he 

Can love the thing that he would forget ? 

Thus the first obstacle is inet ; — 

That being conquer'd, the difficulty 

Is not in getting the victory, 

But in the earnest wish to get. 
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Well, it maj be so ; let me know 
How you have sped with ^ise, though. 

SFBIOO. 

Badly she heard my proffer'd love, 

(Ah ! it is true, mj death she'll prove !) [JLndei 

And since the return of Fabio, 

Such strictness reigns in the house, that no 

Chance is there now of getting nigh her., 

niTKE. 

Still perseyere, until the fire 

Is totally quench'd that bums me so, — 

For if my suspicion could only know 

The truth it aims at, I would be 

Sure of obtaining the victory 

Over love, as in that case 

I would tDMh to subdue him. 

XSTBICO* 

Tour grace 
It is an affair of difficulty. 

DUKB. 

Fabio I know is most austere. 

XKBIOO. 

Hush ! For now methinks I hear 

In the balcony yonder some low voices. 

DXJKE. 

And here agaitl are some other noises ; 
Let ufl, Enrico, draw more near. 

[OHLOBis and KiSE appear at one window, 
T»iBlD± and CBLU. at another. . 
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JBITBICO. 

How, my lord, Bhall it dearly appear 
Wliich of the windows doth Chloris prefer, 
That you may try to speak to her ? 

sxncs. 

Let us diTide, and take separate stations, 
Thus we c&n make our obseryations, 
And on the results with €^ch other confer. 

XFBICO. 

'Tis an excellent plan, and so I take 
My position here. 

Bines. 

And I shall pay • 
The closest attention from this : — But stay, 
For hark ! through the night's dark stillness 

break 
Sweet sounds, that tell us they mean to awake 
The notes of a harp. 

OHLOEIB, to KISB. 

Dear Nise, thou'lt be 
The wisVd for syren of love's wild sea, 
If my pain thou'lt alleviate. 

LlSini., to CELIA. 

Sing, Celia, and mitigate 

The fatal disease that killeth me. 

SSHIOO, to the BTTKE. 

Lest, perchance, your grace should express 
A wish to embark on this mimic sea, 
I have brought this musician with me : 
If they sing, shall he sing too ? 

BUIOE. 

Yes. 
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PONLin. 

I, too, won't have power to lepiess 
M7 Yoioe from responding to thj pain. 

sirsico. 

Sing then, and perchance ihj strain 

To a milder mood the heayens maj move. 

DTTKE, to the HXrSIOIAK. 

Sing to me the praises of love. 

LISIDA, to CELIA. 

Sing to me of jealousy's pain. 

OHLOBIS, to NIBS. 

Sing to me the praises of sadness. 

XKBICO, to FONLETI. 

Sing to me the praises of J07 ; 

That the sun maj know he cannot destroy, 

Even by his absence, beauty and gladness. 

THE MXTSICIAN Siting. 

Love, Love, then rulest above 
Kingdoms and laws and powerfuUest things ; 
"Weak to thine is the sceptre of kings, — 
The only potent monarch is Love ! 

Jealousy, why to thee is given 
This name reproachfully ! since the jealous 
But for one letter would be the zealous — 
. And only the zealous reach to Heaven ! 

POHXBTi sinyg, 

"WTio, O Fortune, with longing sighs 
Will at thy heedless altar kneel ? 
Oh ! paint with wings thy fickle wheel, 
Since swifter far than it rolls, it flies. 
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« 

VISE siflffi, 

Beason, Beason, tell me, I pray, 
How long shall conquering love be thy master P 
Ifpleasure, in coming, will not travel faster, 
Why shouldst thou fly so swiftly away ? 

DrxE, to the HirsioiAsr. 
Let no interruption come near thee. 

LISIDA, to CELIA. 

Cease not from the melody, no, — 

EKSIGO, to POlirLSYI. 

Oh ! continue and speak my woe. 

CHLOBIS, to NISE. 

Sing more ; 'tis a joy to hear thee. 

MUSICIAN aiflffS. 

Has fate some fieiyour still concealed P 

CELIA sin^g. 
Has hope some blessing rich and strange P 

POKLEVI sinffs. 
Can thus my sorrows have some change p 

Can love's deep heart-wounds then be healed P 

DUKE. 

Sing, although their songs excel. 

LISIDA. 

Be not silent, although they sing. 

EKBICO. 

Sing,— your words some solace bring. 

YOL. II. 2 A 
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CHLOSU. 

Do not cease, since you sing well. 

Eeason, fortune, jealousj, loYe, 

Are passions that vary, 

Season faileth through time 

And fortune grows weary, — 

LoTe is a fire which jealousy kindles, 

Pleasure groweth fatigued, 

And passion dwindles. 

DUKE coming to the wmdoto, in which are 
CHLOBis and hiss. 

Now that on the silent zephyr 
Gtently dies your voice, fair mse. 
Let it take thee, for my hope's sake, 
On my part an humble message. 

OHLOBis, atide to kiss. 

'Tis the duke, say not I'm with thee, 
That he may not now address me. 

ins£. 

No, my lord, let not your highness 
Trust ^our hopes to such a medium, 
Por within a tend heart's centre 
Is enshrined your worshipped image. 

DXTKB. 

If the lady who is with thee 
Would say this, beyond expression 
Were my happiness. 

iriSE. 

I doubt it. 
As the person who deceives you 
Is but one of my attendants. 
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BITKE. 

Is it 80 ? — then bid her say so. 

NISS. 

She is dumb and speaks no language. 

DJJKE. 

'Tis love's language that she knows not. 

LISIDA, to ENBIOO. 

Badly do these fond expressions 
Harmonize with fickle actions. 

ENBIOO. 

Eightly do these words' warm accents 
Come to aid as true devotion. 

LISIDA. 

What my eyes behold, they credit. 

ENBICO. 

Glasses dim the vision sometimes P 

LISIDA. 

No, it is impossible. 

If the crystals are but perfect. 

ENBIGO. 

The most perfect oft deceive. 

DXIKE. 

I shaU come again, await me, 
I must see who this is yonder : — 

[^Se comes and speaks aside to ENBico. 
Hark! Enrico. 

ENBICO. 

Please your highness : — 

niTEE. 

Eirm is Chloris in her rigour, 

2a2 



356 THE BCABT AITD THE 7L0WEB. 

Since ebe will not even acknowledge 
That she is with Nise. 

SKBIGO. 

WeU, 
What do you wish, my lord ? 

That you 
Pass unto the other window ; 
And as equal objects brought us 
Two together here this night, 
(You perchance to speak with Wise, 
Or with Chloris I,) and now 
One of these has been frustrated, 
Let us not be balked in both ; — 
There she is ; advance, thou knowest 
That on this my life depends. 

Such an incident to happen ! 

CHLOBis comes to lisida's window. 

CHLOBIS. 

Lisida ! 

LISLDA. 

Your pleasure, sister ? 

CHLOBIS. 

Yonder is the duke, attempting 
Every means to recognise me ; 
He beheld two forms, to hinder 
Him irom knowing I was one,— 
I entreat you to go thither. 

LTBIDA. 

If you hither come to know 



J 
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Who is with me, I am happy 
To afford that satisfaction ; 
"lis Enrico, and I go 
That you may speak with him. 

CHLOBIB. 

No. 

LISIDA. 

I shall go : [aside] But 'tis that I 
Thus can make new observations ; 
Let us see now which deceive me — 
Natural eyes, or crystal glasses. 

POKLBTI. 

In this night of roundelays, 
Sighs and songs and amorous speeches, 
I have none io speak to : so, 
"While the rest converse in couples, 
I shall ask Don Monsieur Morpheus 
Eor his company awhile. 

[Stretches himself to sleep. 

ocTAYio enters, and remains where POiTLByi had 

been standing. 

OOTAYio, aside. 

If the man who feeleth one jealousy 
Cannot possibly be at rest. 
He who nourisheth two, how con he 
Be secure a moment of time P 

nrXB, to BITBIOO. 

Come then. 

BNBico, aside. 

That to this should compel me, 
One whose power doth equal his love. 
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BUKS. 

Why do you wait P 

ZJSTRIOO. 

A man is yonder. 

t 

PUKE. 

That, by no means, need give you alarm, — 
It is Ponlevi : he has been waiting 
There all along in secret. 

XKBICO, aside. 

Heavens ! 
Grant me now some words of dissembling. 
That I may a goddess deceive.- 

CHLOBtS. 

Thanks be to Heaven ! that now I am free from 
The pain of hearing the duke's complaints. 

D1TK3C. 

No, you must hear them ; still wiU he seek you 
Wherever you are. 

CHLOBTS, aside. 

What a singular chance ! 
Heavens ! from his suit I wish'd to withdraw 

me. 
And lo ! I have fallen into his hands. 
Now, of necessity, I must speak to him. 

£NBico, aside* 

I am here a little assured. 
Seeing that Lisida cannot possibly 
Hear my words, as she with the duke 
Now doth speak at the other window : — 
Most beautiful Nise [AUmd. 
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0CT1.TI0, oiide. 

Does he say 

Nise? 

ElfHICO. 

Since yonr yoice of ravisliinent 
Seemeth the loadstone of all that lives, 
Drawing hither unto this threshold 
Wondering wild beasts out of the rocks, 
BeautUul birds from amid the flowers. 
Give occasion still for the thought 
That your dulcet sinraig allures one 
Here to die of its poisoned sweets, 
Which the cup of the night-air holds. 

ListDA, aside. 

What is this, Heavens ! that I hear ? 
Ah ! has he hither come to seek me, 
That thus he might lose me once for all ? 

OCTATIO, cmde. r 

O faithless friend ! and thou lover. 
So lost to gratitude ! As Heaven lives, 
Nought but his life can this atone for. [ J^. 

SKBICO. 

If you wish to know if my sufferings 
Are reafly felt, quite easy the proof. 

LISIDA. 

Not so easy, because I am certain 
That no hour of your life, Enrico, 
Is with the others perfectly true, — 
See if the crystals now mislead me. 

SlfBICO. 

Lisida! 

LISIDA. 

Say not another word. 



xintioo. 
Ab the Heayens live ! 



USIPA. 

Attempt no vain effort 
At giving me satisfaction again ; 
Do not see me, do not speak to me. 

[XiisiPA and MSB leave the toindaw. 

xiotico. 

Hear ! listen ! but what do I see ? 

The gate of the garden 8CMne one opens : — 
My ford ! 

DUEE. 

What now ? 

XTTBICO. 

I see a man 
Coming here from the house of Eabio. 

CHLOBIS. 

It is my father ; go, my lord. 

Out of the street before he sees you. 

[CHLOBis imd CELiA olso retire. 

It is Pabio, let us go ; 

Conceal thy face in thy cloak, Enrico ; 

Me he will know not. 

Eli BIGG. 

What avails 
All concealments and dark disguises, 
When the day will bring to light 
What the treacherous night concealeth ? 

[^£!aeunt. 
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JSttter TABio. 

FABIO. 

Home ! how badly you receive me ! 

On the yery day I come 

To your threshold, must I meet with, 

First of all, my griefs and cares ? — 

A suspicion of Jourico's 

Aim on Chloris, that I had 

Ere he went to Spain, has brought me 

Swiftly hither from Milan, 

To be certain, if he causes 

Public BcandflJs such as these ; 

They have seen me and departed 

Those who so disturbed the street ; 

Who they are I must discover. 

[Stumbles over powlbvi. 

POKLEVI. 

Who's that P 

VABIO. 

Who's this P 

POirLBTI. 

'Tis now very late, 
And so I beg of you, my good master, 
To cut short your nonsensical talk 
With Mesdames Lisida, Nise, and Chloris, 
And let us go. 

7ABIO. 

That I may have first 
An opportunity to despatch you. 

poin:.ETi. 

Oh ! Heavens ! what a grandfather's beard ! 
What sudden terror in half a moment 
Has bearded you thus to such a length ? 
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TABIO. 

Say, to whom dost thou act as a servant ? 

FONLBTI. 

'Tis an easy thing to tell his name : 
To Enrico. 

FABIO. 

And this Enrico, 
Which of those three ladies doth love ? 

PONLITI. 

He loves them all. 

ft 

FABIO. 

This man is a simpleton ; 
Which does he court ? 

PONLBTI. 

He courts them all. 

TABIO. 

Tell me of which he is the suitor ? 

Of all, and it tires him not in the least. 
Not one of them all* can he resign ; 
Being, as it were, a triple-faced lover, 
Past, present, and the future, in one. 

PABTO. 

That I do not kill thee, is owing 
To y9ur being beneath my wrath ; 
It were a wrong to mv sword to stain it 
With the pollution of such base blood. 
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PONMSn. 



Base blood is a lucky distinction 
Now and then. 



Quick ! 



TABIC. 

Hence ! fellow, away- 



POiniBVi. 
Yes, with the greatest pleasure. [ JElri/. 

JTABIO. 

Enrico, building upon the favour 

Of the duke, thus ventures to bring 

These public scandals upon mine honour, 

Unworthily : — ^and since the thought 

That before his departure was onfy 

Mere suspicion has now become 

A matter certain beyond all question, 

Let me devise some remedy. 

Two methods are there in such a serious 

Conjunction of grief: prudence is one. 

And valour the other : upon the former 

Let me in the first instance rely : — 

I shall go to the duke, to complain me 

Of this outrage ; if that doth fail. 

Then I must appeal to my valour. [Exit. 



364 
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SCENE n.— A BOOM IK THE PAXACE. 

Enter ootatio and bkbtco. 

OCTAVIO. 

Here, Enrico, I have sought thee. 

EKBTCO. 

Well, my friend, your wishes say :— 

OCTAVIO. 

Give me not that name, I pray, , . 

Since thou'rt not what once I thought thee , 

'Tis no friend who courts and kUls 

And wounds you most when most contiomg, 

Like the ungrateful serpent gliding 

Into the breast, where it distils 

Its poison, beyond all prevention :— 

To thee no more this name hath clung. 

Since you flatter with the tongue. 

And you kill with the intention. 

EliTBIOO. 

My truth I deign not to defend. 

Heaven be the witness ! Earth the judge ! 

Besides, you know we must not grudge 

The first suspicion to a friend : — 

Methought my friendship might have reckon a 

On this indulgence, that it durst 

Answer you thus : we've pass'd the first — , 

lict us not go to seek the second. 

OCTAVIO. 

Yes, we must do so: since, unmoved 
^y all my heart to thee outpoured. 
Telling you how I Nise adored, 
lellmg you how I Niae loved ;— 



THIS 60AB7 ASI> THE VLOTnEB. 865 

You, perfidiouB, your love durst break to her, 

You, ungrateful, your homage pay. 

You to her send letters by day, 

And at night, you dare to speak to her ! 

E^BICO. 

Octavio, I cannot deny 

What you say and what you discerned, 

What you heard or what you have learned, 

Still I cannot give a reply 

Which an apology might appear, 

Or the faintest wish to excuse ; 

But I cannot permit you use 

Beasons which only are too clear ; 

Thus with justice I come to be 

Offended in turn, since if you know 

The reasons why you address me so, 

I know those that influence me : — 

My friendship this replies, since we 

Speak in the palace of his grace. 

OCTAVIO. 

Then name, Enrico, name the place 
Where our dispute may be more free. 

ENEICO. 

Then be it 

Enter the dttej: and fonleti. 

PXTKE. V 

What is this ? 

EKBIGO. ^ 

'Tis nought, 
My lord. 

DUKE, aside. 

The two with troubled air 
Appear confused ; their looks of care 
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Show that my love this strife hath wrought : 
I must prevent the consequence. 
Octavio ! 

OOTATIO. 

Can I serve your grace ? 

DUKE. 

Be good enough the desk to place, 
And bring the writing implements:— 
You can retire until we call ! 

ocTAVio, aside to eneico. 
Where shall we end our affair, we two ? 

El^BICO. 

Where, I shall let thee know. 

OCTATIO. 

Adieu. [JErif. 

EKETCO, to PONLEVI. 

You can await me in the hall. [Exit ponlevi. 

nuKB. 
Enrico, what is this about ? 

ENBICO. 

A loss, my gracious lord, which has been 
The greater from its being foreseen 
To be inevitable. 

BITKE. 

Has he found out 
The affair so quickly P But my mission 
Must be to make you friends again. 

EKBICO. 

Ah ! no, my lord, in honour's pain 

Nor power nor rank is the best physician. 



r 
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JSnter vabio. 

VABio, aiide. 

Enrico with him, bo much the better ! — 
Can YOU allow me an audience, sire ? 

DtTKE. 

Yes : Enrico, do thovi retire. 

ENBico, aside. 
Now to write Octayio's letter. [J5wV. 

7ABI0. 

Since my griefs I cannot control, 
But calmlj and sadly the thoughts arise, 
Would that the tears that flow from mj eyes 
Were the tongues of my very soul ! 

niTES, aside. 

My troubles I see are not all past : — 
What is the matter, Fabio P 

FABIO. 

Why, 

Anguish, my lord, and honour have I, 

And I weep because of the last : 

A cruel burden beareth about it 

The soul to which Fortune honour gives 5 

He cannot live happily he who lives 

Either with honour, or yet without it. — 

I have two daughters, my lord. 

DUKE, aside, 

No doubt 
Can now remain ; good heavens ! that he 
Cometh here to complain of me 
Even to myself, having found out 
My love for Chloris : — Yes, I know lAlotid. 
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That honour the brightest and most pure 
In either beauty may be secure, 
And your confidence speaketh so. 

FABIO. 

Not so much, but some power may leave 
A shade on this boasted brightness yet. 

DTSKE, aside. 

He speaks more plainly : — [^aloud] Do not let, 
Fabio, your generous heart believe 
Too easily what may doubtful appear. 

TABID. 

I am not, my lord, so indiscreet 
As to approach your grace's feet 
Badly intormed, as you shall hear: — 
Enrico, using the friendly relations 
He is on with you, as wings to near 
A brighter and more ambitious sphere, 
Insults with foolish manifestations 
Of love my house. 

DJJKEy aside, 

I breathe more firee : 
Although the blame that to him is given 
Does not prove that I am forgiven ; — 
Since Jam in fault as well as he. 

PABIO. 

And so I ask your grace, that you 
Diminish this evil. 

DTTKE. 

Passion-warmed, 
You hither come, and badly informed, 
For I myself am certain you do 
Enrico wrong, being aware, 
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The lady to whom he doth pretend 
Cannot injuze you, nor offend. | 

TABID. 

Again, my lord, I have to declare, 

Not blindly in tbifl matter I grope, 

Since I know, ere he went to Spain, 

Ghloris was the cause of his nam — 

The beautiful sky that bouna his hope : — 

Since I know, from his embassy 

Having returned, he still doth pay 

His obstinate suit — ^for by night and day 

The Argus of my house is he ; 

Can any misconception follow from thence ? 

Is not, my lord, the evidence clear ? 

Does my honour no outrage fear 

On such undoubted evidence P 

jDinaB. 
What did you say ? 



To Chloris. 



7ABIO. 

That he pays court 



DUES, aside. 

Ah ! my heart, what wop !- 
And before he went to Spain ? 

FABIO. 

'O^so. 

nuKE, ande. 
What do I hear P. O heavens ! 

FABIO. 

In short, 
As he, my lord, I have little doubt, 
TOL. n. 2 b 
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With GUoris holds a higher place, 
From his great favour mth your grace, 
You must his marriage hring about:— 
Or having, at so great a cost, 
Thus tried mj anger to allay, 
I must attempt some other way 
To find my honour that is lost. 

DTTKE, aside. 

Oh ! what poison these replies — 
Oh ! what darkness this eclipse- 
Make me drink without my lips P 
Makes me see without my eyes ? 
Let me recall the day aright 
Of his return — my drive, and where — 
Yes, 'twas the park — I found him there— 
And how she avoided me that night ; 
Then came the question, light and gay, 
Of the scarf and flower, which rank'd above 
The other ? Oh ! what memory, love, 
Dost thou possess P Thou nee'd'st not say 
That since then she wrote to be 
Excused receiving my respects— 
The cause is proven by the effects, 
That his commg banish'd me. 

* FABIO. 

Does justice then so little owe 
Unto my wrong, my bitter pain — 
That one word you do not deign 
To give me in reply P 

dues:. 

Oh! no— 
No, !Pabio, it is because 
Words cannot answer your appeal — 
And I can yet do naught but feiBl. 
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VABIO. 

Then to my birthright — ^valour's laws — 
Must I appeal in mj distress : — 

JBfUer tXTBJfiO and foklsyi ; they converge afpart, 

XNBICO. 

You are to seek Octavio, 

And to give him this letter ; go. 

POWLBVI. 

Octavio did jou say, sir ? 

EKBICO. 

Tes. 

DFKE, oxide, 

Enrico, here ! — ^I scarce can smother 
My wrath, or trust myself to stay, 
This is no place to do or say — 
Pass then Irom one extreme to the other, 
My grief. 

Your grace seems somewhat heated, 
And full of anger — what is the reason ? 

DITKE. 

I shall tell you in good season. \JExvt. 

POKLEVI. 

This is a pretty way we are treated. 

Eia^Bico. 
Fabio, can you explain this ? 

FABIO. 

No, 
I understand it not — if I could 
Explain it to myself I would ; 
But as it is, I do not know. \JEx%U 

2b2 



872 XHB BOASat AKJ> THB IXOWSB. 

F0K£1TI. 

I told you that yon should not loT^ 
Chloris, in that desperate way. 
And that it would some future day 
To you a source of sorrow prove ; 
But Octayio passes yonder, 



I shall make no more dela 



lys. 



ExUwi4ikihe letter. 



SNBICO. 



Ah ! through what a cruel maze 
Of entanglement I wander ! 

Enter oelia, veiled. 

OELIA. 

Till I found him, have I enter'd 
Treading soflb with leaden footsteps, 
Not to say that they are woollen, — 
Hist ! 

ENBICO. 
Is it I? 

GELIA. 

Yes. 

BKBIOO. 

Then I hear you. 

CELIA. 

My Sefiora 

E17BIGO. 

O my Celia ! 

OELIA. 

Sends you this. [ [Hands, him a letter. 
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UTBIOO. 

I feel most happy, 
Though, perchance, in it should come 
Anger, anguish, and resentment, 
Por the person who rememhers, 
Even to chide, cannot forget us ; [Beads. 

** One revenge must my wrongs obtain, and that 
is an opportunity of telmig them. Repair imme- 
diately to the public walk ; I shall meet you at the 
country-seat of the duke, where you may hear 
them, and I can speak them." [Mesumes aside. 

The very hour and situation, 

That I have mentioned to Octavio, 

Has Lisida for me appointed ; 

Since I wrote to him to meet me 

In the grove beside the villa : — 

I am once again bewildered. 

Shall I send her an excuse ? 

No, it would but add another 

New suspicion. It is better 

That I may not be the hindrance 

Of my fortune, there to meet her, 

And however ends the matter. 

Whether good or ill, I reckon 

On a full, free exculpation ; — 

Say to Lisida, my Celia, [Aloud. 

I am eager to obey her. 

Enter pohxbvi. 

POKLETI, aside* 

As an answer to the letter 
Which but now I brought Octavio, 
I bnng this, which at my entrance 
Here, was given me by a stranger ; — 
But who's here ?-^Is not this damsel 
Beauteous Celia, whom I worship P 
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CELLl to XITBICO. 

I ahan tell her BO. [Goinff. 

XKSICO. 

Hark! Celia. 

OSLIA. 

What are your wishes ? 

BFEICO. 

Wait a little: 
The duke, 'tis plain, is disappointed [-4«<fe. 
With me, or has grown suspicious^ 
That I have not yet discovered 
The hidden love-designs of Chloris — 
Now perhM)s the secret casket 
I with goloen key may open, 
Since the occasion is propitious, 
Celia of my eyes, mj Celia, [^Jloud, 

Li thy hand my life is lying— 
My enjoyment, my heart's quiet — 
All I have and all I value 
At thy feet to-day I offer. 

CELIA. 

Why with such exaggeration 
Thus address me ? 

PONLKVI, aside. 

Am I dreaming ? — 
Plattering speeches too to Celia ! — 
This the only thing was wanting 
To his heing now in love with 
All the family of Fabio. 

CELIA. 

I am ignorant what you aim at;. 
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EyBIGO. 

Take this diamond — sparkling offspring 
Of the sun — ^Apollo's radiance, 
Though a stone. 

CELIA. 

I only take it, 
"Not to seem, Senor, uncivil. 

POBXByi, (uide. 

Uncivil !, O ungrateful Celia ! 

Why you're more so than a monkey ; 

You should not take it then. 

XKSICO. 

Thou Celia, 
To end the matter, art the mistress 
Of my life. 

OELIA. 

Then be it known to you 
I am thine. 

PONLBVI, aside. 

And I am furious ! 
Thine she says — that I should see this ! — 
Thine she says — that I should hear this ! — 
I shall kill him — ah ! but no — 
For he is my lord, — how doubtful 
Do I stand 'twixt love and honour — 
Here a fool, and there a madman. 

Tell me, CeUa, since the house-thief 
Prieth everywhere, 'tis needful 
Nothing can from you be hidden 
That is in it 
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FOUUEfyi. 

Nop you eidiiMr. 

XKBICO. 

Who is speaking there ? 

POITLEtl, 

Tour servant. 

Eimico. 
Wait then farther off. 

POITLEVI. 

How pleasant I 
[They speak in a low tone of voice, ponlbti 
standing apart. 

XKBIOO. 

Who pays court to Chloris, tell me^ 

Who is he the happy lover 

That doth merit her, for whom 

She disdains the duke ? And, CeHa, 

If through thee I reach this knowledge. ..... 

CELIA. 

Say no more, — to all I answer 

Only this, that I am handmaid 

TTnto Lisida — and sorry 

Am T, that from her I Drought you 

On her part, that amorous letter ; 

That for jealousies some other 

Consolation you should look for : — 

What a faur atonement ! [Esnt 

-EKBICO. 

Hear mei 
What ridiculous punctilio ! 
Even a waiting-maad I'm destined 
To make jealous ! 
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POITLITI. 

Ay. and me too, 
Ay, and every man, Pm thinking, 
On the earth. Great king of the Bomans,* 
Treacherous and unrighteous master — 
Ealse, promiscuous, and pursuing 
High and low, tag-rag and bobtail — 
Is it thus to a loyal valet 
That you break the faith and dutv 
That you owe him ? Was it, tell me, 
"With this object (Heavens ! I'm choking !) 
That I told you, I loved Celia ? 
That I said 1 Celia worshipped ? 

As I live, by heavens ! you rascal 
Erom the sharp point to the pummel 
Ofthisaword 

PONLBVI. 

Now do not swear so, — 
For the affair is too transparent ; 
With my very ears I've heard it— 
With my very eyes I've seen it. 

ENEICO. 

I shall make thy heart's blood bathe thee 
In a false bright red enamel, 
If you cease not. 

Caci the jealous 
Then be silent, how ? why ? wherefore ? 

XHTBIGO. 

Human patience ne'er was tempted 
In this manner ! 

* Tarqum* 



378 THE BOABF JlVB THl TLOWXB. 

POKXBVI. 

9 In this manner 
Were our women ever tempted ? 

XVBICO. 

Leave my presence, idiot, madman. 

PONLBVI. 

Yes, when I relate my mission. 
I thy letter gave Octavio, 
Which he took ; on coming hither, 
In the hall a servant ^ave me 
This, to you to be dehvered. 

IGives a letter and exit, 

XITBICO. 

[BecuU] ''I did not say when I spoke to you, 
that my determination was taken to refuse hearing 
your explanations ; and because in the field they 
cannot be given, I await you behind the pleasure- 
house of the duke. I desire to speak with you 
beside the rivulet that divides it from the wood. 
God guard thee ! — Eabio." 

Oh ! that Eortune thus should conjure 

Up against one wretched being 

Such a concourse of misfortunes 1 

Let me just enumerate them. 

Where I'm bound to meet Octavio 

Is the thicket of the duke ; 

Lisida appoints the villa, 

Fabio the rapid streamlet 

Which in this place separateth 

The same building from some elms.— ^ 

Now 'tis plain I must be deaf to 

Lisida' s dear letter — Love 

Must descend his throne, for Honour 

There to rule with sovereign sway — 
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I Octayio cite, and Fabio 

Citeth me, both one and the other 

At one time and for one quarrel. 

If the one doth bravely wait me, 

I as bravely wait the other — 

Which dilemma is the Btronger, 

To meet him whom I have challenged 

Or who challenged me P The two 

Have their force — ^for in all questions 

Of this nice and delicate nature. 

Honour has its paradoxes, 

Which the duel, skilled in settling 

Differences, must reconcile : 

Since an equal right it giveth, 

That which is for me occasion' d — 

And that which I myself occasion : — 

To meet him whom 1 have summoned. 

Is to satisfy my oton wrong — 

Him who summons me, another's :— 

But this is a false deduction ; 

For another's wrong that summons 

Me to answer, is my own : — 

In the one case, the same reason 

Which I have, because the duel 

Is by me originated. 

Is against me in the other : — 

To rail him whom I have challenged^ 

Is to leave a grave suspicion 

That I could my promise break : — 

For he'U seek the place of meeting 

On the faith of that. As little 

Can I fail to meet the other, 

Since, relying on my honour. 

He awaits me ; so that neither 

One nor the other can I turn £rom, 

Since if I cannot attend to 

Even the challenge of two pleasures^ 

Tell me, Fortune, can I listen 
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Unto the call of two such griefs ? 

How cam it be, that terror doeth, 

Every hindrance faUifying, 

What even pleasure fuls to do P 

In the eje of reason , doubtless, 

Both complain without a cause, 

Thejr of Nise and of Chloris 

Mutuallj complain, while I 

Neither worship lovelj Ghloris 

Nor fair Nise do I love ; — 

Who will e'er believe, O Heavens I 

That 'twere possible, that I, 

So enamour' d, so devoted. 

Can two other men make jealous 

About ladies that I love not. 

And not one, 'bout her I love ? — 

Well, to have at least this solace ! 

And for this one gleam of rapture 

I, mv evil fortune pardon 

All its other forms of woe, 

Though I notice at one moment, 

Eabio's anger undeceives me. 

That Octavio speaks revihngs. 

That the duke, grown discontented. 

Doubts my faith and flies my presence,-— 

That fair Chloris now is weeping 

Tear?' that flow from old illusion* — 

That poor Nise feels indignant 

At the mockery of my wooing— 

That my Lisida herself, 

Mouminff needlessly, intrusteth 

Her beUelto^«eem4 truth- 

That reproachfully speaks Celia — 

And that even a fool, a madman 

Must be jealous even of her I — 

All of wluch, I tell thee, Eortune, 

Without anger I forgive. 

And stiU more, that these my mi^inngs^ '' 
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Eyeu bj sifting, find a wajr, 

By which, full of cheerM daring, 

I both challenges may meet : — 

This indeed is much to promise, 

But I feel it may be done ; — 

Would, O gracious Heaven ! to-day 

It were done, for then were over 

Anger, vengeances, vexations. 

Insults, injuries, distractions, 

Bage, reviiings, and ofifences. 

Complaints, resentments, and confusions, 

Shadows, dreamings, and surmises. 

Strange illusions and caprices, 

And jealousy which means all these. [JEsit, 



SCEKE in.— A WOOD. 
Unfer tabio. 

TABIO. 

IJet this shady thicket be 

The appropriate theatre of my destiny. 

The duke shall know, it doth belong 

To !Fabio's self, to satisfy his wrong 

^Without him. Here Enrico I shall fight, 

Armed not with steel, but with my sense of right 

A rustling sound from yonder point comes near, 

Yes 'tis two women who are walking here. 

About this seat, where Nature doth displav 

April's young charms and all the sweets of May. 

Unter biteico. 

ENRICO. 

Pardon, if I have delayed. 
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rABio. 

Death ne'er delays, 
Not even from him who looks with longing gaze 
For his approach ; jes, here, some time beneath 
This tree, I have waited, to 

XITBICO. 

Your sword still sheath ; 
This place is &r too public here, and so 
Let us go deeper into the thicket. 

TABIO. 

Let us go. [^They enter. 



SCENE IV. — ANOTHBE PABT OF THB WOOD. 

Enter ootavio. 

OCTATIO. 

Let no one say that any act can show 
More courage or more valour, than the slow . 
Approach of an antagonist, to wait, 
I ao not saj to fight, that hath a double fate, 
But to await him, this doth bring to light 
More certain steady valour than to fight : — 
People approach ; Enrico 'tis — ^and Fabio 
Is with him. 

Enter enbigo and tabio. 

TABio, aside. 

As I live, it is Octavio ! 
Enrico's friend ; why this must be 
An ambuscade, — O traitor ! 
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OCTAYIO, aside, 

false enemy ! 
I, bere alone, Enrico had expected {^Al<md, 

To meet you 

7ABI0. 

Here alone, and unprotected. 

OCTATIO. 

And not with Fabio at thy side. 

TABID. 

And not by Octavio accompanied. 

OCTAVIO. 

Well, even to meet you two I am not loth. 

FABIO. 

"WeD, should you wish it, even to meet you both, 
Courage enough have I. 

OCTAVIO. 

And I the same ! 

EKBIGO. 

Hear me, and you shall learn that here alone I came. 

I wrote to you that in this place, Octavio, 

I would expect you ; at the same time, Fabio 

Wrote to me to the same effect. In this 

Extreme perplexity and dark abyss. 

Bewilder' d at my double character, 

At once the challenged and the challenger, 

Confused and sadden' d thus, I durst 

Not be the judge to which to turn to first. 

And so, together I have brought you, — 

See now, if accompanied, I sought you. 

Arrange the point of precedence; that being known. 

You are two, you are men of honour, I am alone. 
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MU&r the Buxt. 
Is Enrico here P 

JBFBICO. 

Yes, here I stray. 

DTJS3. 

I am rejoiced that I did persevere, 
In seeking you, until I met vou here : 
Were not my orders not to leave to-day 
The palace ? 

SNBICO« 

I can only say 
By way of excuse, my lord. ..... 

DUKE. 

*Tis well,— 
AH now is understood that late befell — 
"With your whole conduct I am hurt ; I say 
That 1 will punish another way 
Him who has made my heartwith sorrow swell. 



My 


lord. 


XSTBICO. 
DUXJS. 

Enough. 




No 


more 


ENBICO. 

If I may 

DUKTB. 

• 


be 






EITBICO. 

Allowed 


• 
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STTKE. 

Still more offences, you 
Are adding to your first. Bemain, you two ; 
Do thou, Enrico, come along with me. {^Earit 

SKBIOO. 

Even as thy shadow shall I follow thee. [iSrtV. 

OOTAYIO. 

That his favour should occasion this ! 

VABIO. 

That this should happen from a power like his ! 

O0TA.VIO. 

O evil fate ! 

7ABI0. 

O luckless destiny ! 

OCTATIO. 

No vengeance is there for my jealousy ! 

rABIO. 

Vengeance to-day, my honour you must miss.' 



TOL. 11. 2 c 
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SCENE V. — JL BOOM IK THE ]>17KB*S COUlTTBT 

PALACB. 

Unter lisida and csuA. 

LISIDA. 

To the most remote apartment 
Of tbe duke's house haye I entered. 
And eyen here, to me it seemeth, 
We are not in perfect safety 
From my father ; but the gardener 
Who has left us here, and went 
Out to see what is occurring, 
(For with women, I have noticed, 
Ever is a swain obliging , 
Ever is a rustic courteous) — 
Does he not delay P 

CEIiIA. 

Not greatly, 
For I hear a key now turning 
In the gallery-door, and some one 
Enters by that way. 



LISIDA. 
OEIiIA. 

Enrico and the duke. 



Who is it? 



LISIDA. 

Alas ! 
What shall he say, if he finds me 
Thus concealed within his dwelling, 
And in this disguise ? I know not 



J 
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Why, against my cruel fortune, 
Heaven unites such torturing foes. 

CELIA. 

'What shall we do P 

LIBIDA. 

There is a closet 
Here, and luckily it is open ; 
Let us, Gelia, hide therein ; 
They may pass without perceiving 
We are there. I thus may gain 
More than lose by this adventure, 
Since I must, to some remoter 
Time, adjourn my present doubts. 

[j^^ enter the closet^ which looks out in the 
garden ; the door is closed. 

Enter the nrsj; and eitbxco. 

EKEICO. 

What, my lord, have you discovered 
That so much doth irritate you. 
Seeking thus the most secluded 
Chamber here for explanation P 

DTJEE. 

First ril see if yonder closet 
Door is locked, before I speak : — 
Yes, we are alone, Enrico, 
And the fitting time is now. 
To acquaint me with the substance 
Of what you have learned for me 
Of the feelings of fair Chloris — 
Who is then her lover ?' Who ? 

ENBICO. 

Though, complying with your orders, 

2o2 
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I paid seeming court to Nise, 
NothiBg certain could I learn. 

DUKE. 

There we differ, for I have ! 

XNItlOO. 

Chlorifl then has got a lover P 

niTKE. 

Yes, Enrico. 

XITBICO. 

Do you know him ? 

DTTKE. 

As a traitor — a deceiyer. 

EKBICO. 

If I knew him, I would rive him 
Death this moment hj this sword. 

DUKE. 

No ; for I myself must do so ; 
Since in Honour's grave diseases, 
Power is but a bad physician, 
And since valour is more skilful, 
I prefer to trust to it. 
Villain ! draw thy sword, defend thee— 
Here we're equal man to man — 
You and I, and none to see us. 

IThe DTJKB draws hk sword. 

EliTBIOO. 

Oh ! my lord, my lord, restrain thee ! 
Whilst submissive at thy feet, 
I implore that, ere you slay me, 
You at least will tell me why. 
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SIJXB. 

This it is, that you, though loving 
Chloris ere you went to Spain, 
When my heart to you intrusted 
All the secret of its love, 
You, I say, concealed your passion 
Underneath your broken faith. 

EITBIOO. 

Oh ! withhold your sword, jour highness. 
Oh ! withhold your arm, withhold 
These reproaches, which afflict me 
More than all, and hear the truth. 

nuxx. 

Speak thezL 

EKBICO. 

I loved Lisida 
From the moment I first saw her: 
Chloris may, my lord, in mocking 
Mood, perhaps her scorn have lessened. 
Which with common courtesy 
I acknowledge, since, believe me, 
Chloris I have never loved. 

nxncB. 
What I you never loved her? 

EKBICO. 

No. 

DTJKE. 

Then a new offence you offer 

To my lady and myself: — 

If you loved her, you offended 

Me in that, and if you loved not, 

You offended her as well. lAdvancin^. 
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IKBICO, retiring to the door. 

Heaven, my lord, I call to witness 
That I cannot now recede 
One step further. 

nxriofi. 

It were useless. 

XSTBICO. 

Loyalty be now my judge, 
That ii this were a balcony, 
I would fling myself &om it. 

nrKE. 
I would leap too, and pursue thee. 

SVBICO. 

Everything respect suggested 
I have done — ^retired before thee 
Till the very wall I've reached to ; — 
By the cross upon this sword-hilt 
Do I swear to thee I draw it. 
But on this account — ^this only — 
That I can retire no further. 

DUKE. 

And for this alone I have waited, 
But to see thy sword unsheathed, " 
That I then might thus attack thee. 

[ekbico draws his sword, placing his hack 
against the door hg which listda and 
OELUl had entered; they open it, enbico 
passes throughy and it is immediateh/ 
closed. 

XKBIOO. 

Heaven, no doubt, my life preserveth 

Eor some reason known to it. IDoor closet. 
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BUKS. 

HeayenB ! within this room were hiding 
Strangers, — ^I shall break the door, 
Splintering it in thousand pieces 
W ith my hands and with my feet. 

iHe strikes idth his dagger at tie door, 

iiismA, within, 

Gkirdeners of this country palace, 
Help ! come quickly, brc»ik the door, 
For the duke m sudden anger 
Slays Enrico* 

nrKE. 

'Tis the voice 
Of fair Lisida. — The Heavens 
Give to thee both life and fortune. 

TABIC, within. 

Break the door, now let us enter 
Every one. 

Well, since no more 
Valour now can give me vengeance, 
"Wit must do it ; yes, I think 
I Jiave found a means. 

HfUer FABIO, CHLOEIS, OCTAVIO, KISB, and 

PONLBVI. 

TABIC. 

'Tis opened : — 
IVTiat is this P 

What could it be P 
But for anger, satisfaction, 



And for jealouBv, tbe aame, 
It delights me, lovelj Chloris, 
To behold you here and now. 

OHLOBIS. 

Walking hither with my sister 
Some hours since, she wished to stay 
Until fell the shades of evening, 
And I hare returned for her. 

Then in time for jeratulations, 
Haye you come, K»r she is wed. 

TABIO. 

Wed! my lord, and say with whom P 

DVKE, 

With Enrico : 'twas an error, 
Fabio, when you thought that he 
Was in love with lovefy Chloris, 
Since it seems 'twas Lisida ;— 
I heard all about the challenge 
From this servant. 

I should be , 
Speaker of your house, your faiglmes.. 

BITKE. 

I, the happy end foreseeing, 
Matters so arranged, that they 
Stay within this garden waiting 
Till your an^er is appeased ; 
Let it not disturb a rapture 
That thy sanction only needs. 
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OHLOBIB, Oiide. 

Enrico I hare lost ! ah, me ! 

mBB, oiide. 
Naught with us to-day has prospered. 

DUKE. 

Come, Enrico, hither come ; 
Come, fair Lisida, and kneeling 
Kiss your sire's forgiving hand. 

Xfnter lisida and siimico. 

XlfBICO. 

First I kiss thy feet, your highness. 

LISIDA. 

May the green eternal laurel 

Bind thy brows, my gracious prince. 

TABio, aside. 

Though I don't believe a tittle 
Of all this, I must affect it, 
Since 'twill give a contradiction 
To the rumours of the vulgar, 
"When my daughter is his wife : — 
All is owmg to your favour. 

[Aloud to the duke. 

DUKE. 

Make this peace secure, Octavio, 

And to Nise give thy hand. 

Since, alas ! the lovely Chloris 

Is so fair, that no one here 

Doth deserve her. — Ah ! jEEur tyrant, [Aside, 

Well I now revenge thy scorn. 
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' CHiiOias. 

Let this explanation bring 
TJnto ail a sure conviction, 
That to do a wrong to Love, 
Can but prosper for a short time ; 
Being a god, he needs must triumph 
Over every other foe. 

TABIC, to the audience. 

May your favour grant us pardon 
For tne faults that we have shown. 
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NOTES. 



LOVE AFTER DEATH. 

This dnuna, the title of which Mr. Ticknor more alliter»- 
tiyely translates ** Loye Surviyes Life/' appears in the old 
editions of Oalderon under the doable name of Amor detpuet 
de la MwrU y d Sitio de la Alpvjarra (To Loye after Death 
and the Siege of the Alpnjarra) ; thus connecting the priyate 
reyenge of Tuzanl with that historical eyent. This double 
title is still presenred in the two lines with which the drama 
ends, and which Oalderon has placed in the month of Tuzani 
himself. 

The date of its composition must be placed anterior to the 
▼ear 1651 ; as it was in that year that Galderon entered into 
holy orders, subsequent to which eyent he confined himself 
to the composition of Autos and PietUu BeaUt; the former 
being short allegorical entertainments for the festiyal of 
Corpus Ghristi, the latter full-length dramas, written as 
part of the festiyities in honour of some important eyent 
connected with the court, and represented in the palace. 
1!hej were generally performed with unusual splendour; 
scenery and machinery of a yery beautiful and ingenious 
description were introduced when required, and they were 
all more or less accompanied by music and singing. Indeed, 
some of them were sung throughout, as ** La Purpura de la 
Bosa," and '' Las Fortunas de Andrdmeda y Perseo ;" and 
thus differed slightly, if at all, from the more modem opera. 
** We may call Siem poetical operas," says Schlegel ; ** that 
is, dramas which, by the mere splendour of poetry, perform 
what in the opera can only be attained by the machinery, 
the music, and the dancing. Here the poet giyes himself 
wholly up to the boldest mghts of fitncy, and his creations 
hai'dly seem to touch the earth." 

'^ Oalderon," says Sismondi, ** was yet a child at the 
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epooh of the axpoUon of tho Moon. But this despotic ao^ 
which fiw ever alieiutted the two peoples, mod which seps* 
imted from the Spanish dominioiis all who were Dot attached 
bj birth, as well as by pablio profession, to the religion of 
the soYereigD, had prodnoed a powerfdl sensation, and 
doring the seventeentn oentniy led the Spaniards to regard 
OTerySung relating to the Moors with a degree of nationsi 
interest. The scene of maoy of the pieces of Galderon is 
placed in Africa. In many others the Moors are mingled 
with the Christians in Spain, and, in spite of religions hatred 
and national prejudices, Calderon has painted the Moors with 
singular fidebty. We feel that to him, and to all Spaniards, 
they are brothers, united by the same spirit of chivaliy, by 
the same punctilious honour, and by love of the same coun- 
tiy ; and that ancient wars and recent persecutions have not 
been able to extinguish the memory of the early bonds 
which united them. Bnt> of all the pieces where the Moors 
are brou^t upon the scene in opposition to the Christians, 
no one appears to me to excite in the perusal a more lively 
interest than that which is entitled Amar detpuu de la 
Mtterte, The subject is the revolt of the Moors under 
Philip II., in 1569 and 1570, in the Alpuxarra, the moun- 
tains of G-ranada. This dreadful war, occasioned by ui^eard- 
of provocations, was the real epoch of the destruction of the 
Moors in Spain. The government, aware of their strength, 
while it gnmted them peace, resolved to destroy them ; and 
if its conduct had to that time been cruel and oppressive, it 
was theneelbrth always perfidious. It is the same revolt of 
Granada of which Mendoza has written the history. But 
we are made better acquainted with it by Calderon than by 
the details of any historian." — JAtehUvre of ths Stmth of 
Europtf voL ii* p. 409. 

There are a few occasional rescHnblances between the 
descriptive passages in the first act of Amar detpues de la 
HutrU and the historical work <^ Mendosa ; but^ as I havs 
pointed out in the introduction to this volume, the priniHpal 
ioundation of the drama was the more interesting though 
less authentic narrative of Gin^ Perez de Hita. A vary 
satisfikctory account of this remarkable book, the<rWrra« 
CwUu de Chraswddy which Mr. Ticknor oharac^rises as one 
of the most attractive in the prose literature of Spain, is 
given by him in the third volume of his History, p. 73 ; to 
which I would wish to refer the reader. Its vilue for the 
purposes not only of the drama but of the historical romance 
of which indeed it is itself one of the earliest specimens, mi^ 
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be judged of by tlie anecdote which 10 mentioned of Soott^ 
^wbo is reported to haye said, on being shown the "Wars of 
€k«iiada in the latter part of his life, that if he had earlier 
known of the book, he might have placed in Spain the scene 
of some of his own fictions.* 

Martines de la Rosa, when a reftigee in France, imitated 
ibis drama in French, under the title of Aben-ffwmSya, 
Translations into the same language are to be found in tiie 
TMdtrtB Etramgen of M. Angliviel de la Beaumelle and the 
TkMtrt Btpagnol of M. Damas-Hinard. In (earlier French 
literature. Lea lUuttrtt Ewmumb of Thomas Gomeille is con* 
Iboo edly imitated from the Amair deapues de la Muerte of 
Oalderon. 



THE PURGATORY OF SAINT PATRICK. 

It would be unjust to Galderon to omit quoting in this 
place the following celebnted passage of Augustus William 
SoUegeL However some readers may dissent from the 
opinions herein expressed, and however disappointed others 
may have been, who, led to the study of C^deron by this 
glowing and enthusiastic eulog^um, have not been able to 
find in his writings a perfect realization of the expectations 
which it raised ; it should never be forgotten, that to one of 
the most gifted and cultivated minds that Germany has ever 
produced, Calderon's poetry appeared with the lustre and 
was hallowed with the tendency which the passage so beau- 
tiftiliy describes. Had this tribute been offered to the great 
Spanish poet by the hands of Frederick Schlegel, there might 
be some grounds for suspecting that the seal of the neophyte 
had in tiiis instance swallow^ up the discernment of the 
critic; but the suspicion must vanish when it is remem- 
bered that the offering was made, not by the hands of the 
Gatholic Frederick Schlegel, but by those of his brother, the 
Pratesiant Augustus William. It is necessary to draw at- 

* Denis, Chroni<[ue9 ChevaJiiesqaes. Paris, 1839* 8yo. tom.i. p. 323. 
Tidkuor, torn. iii. p. 79* note. 
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tentioii to ibis &ct, as I hare obsenred on sevenJ occaaioiis 
aninuulTenionB made upon the " Dramatic Literature '* and 
other writings of Augustus WilUam Schlegel, from an evi- 
dent confusion of one of those distinguished brothers with 
the other. After a rapid,* but brilliant description of the< 
▼arious classes into which the Galderonic drama may be 
divided, Schleffel thus continues : — 

" The mind of Calderon, however, is most distinctly 
expressed in the pieces on religious subjects. Love he 
pa&nts merely in its most general features ; he but speaks 
her technical poetical language. Beligion is his peculiar 
love — the heart of his heart. For religion alone he excites 
the most overpowering emotions, which penetrate into the 
inmost recesses of the soul. He did not wish, it would 
seem, to do the same for merely worldly events. However 
turbid they may be in themselves, to him, such is the reli- 
gious medium through which he views them, they are all 
cleared up and peifectly bright. Blessed man 1 he had 
escaped from the wild labyrinths of doubt into the strongs 
hold of belief ; from thence, with undisturbed tranquillity of 
soul, he beheld and portrayed the storms of the world : to 
him human life was no longer a dark riddle. Even his tears 
reflect the image of heaven, like dewdrops on a flower in the 
sun. His poetry, whatever its apparent object, is a never- 
ending hymn of joy on the majesty of the creation ; he- 
celebrates the productions of nature and human art with an 
astonishment always joyful and always new, as if he saw 
them for the first time in an unworn festal splendour. It is 
the first awaking of Adam, and an eloquence withal, a skill 
of expression, and a thorough insight into the most mysteri- 
ous affinities of nature, such as high mental culture and 
mature contemplation can alone bestow. When he compares 
the most remote objects, the greatest and the smallest, stars 
and flowers, the sense of all his metaphors is the mutual 
attraction subsisting between created things by virtue of 
their common origin, and this delightful harmony and unitv 
of the world again is merely a refulgence of the eternal all- 
embracing love." — SchlegeTa Dramatic LUeratwre, translated 
by John Black, Esq., p. 503. 

As to the legend of Saint Patrick's Purgatory, the follow^ 
ing remarks will be found interesting, and may be added to 
those which I have introduced into my introduction to the 
translation of this drama : they are taken from Mr. Wright's 
Essay on Saint Patrick's Purgatory, p. 134. (LondoUj 
18i4.) . . 
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The mode in which this legend wm made public is thus 
told in the Latin narratiTe. Gervase (the founder and first 
abbot of Lonthy in Lincolnshire) sent his monk Gilbert to the 
king, then in Ireland, to obtain a grant to bnild a monastery 
there. Gilbert, on his arrival, complained to the king, 
Henry II., that he did not understand the language of the 
country. The king said to him, ' I will give you an excel- 
lent interpreter' (optimum interpretem tibi commendabo), 
and sent him the knight Owain, who remained with him 
during the time he was occupied in building the monastery, 
and repeated to him frequently the story of his adventures 
in purgatory. Gilbert and nis companions subsequently 
returned to England, and there he repeated the story, and 
some one said he thought it was all a dream, to which 
Gilbert answered, ' That there were some who believed that 
those who entered the purgatory fell into a trance, and saw 
the vision in the spirit, but that the knight had denied this, 
and declared that the whole was seen and felt really in the 
body.' Both Gilbert, from whom Henry of Saltrey received 
the story, and the bishop of the diocese, assured him that 
noiany perished in this purgatory, and were never heard of 
afterwards. 

"It is clear from the allusion to it in Cesarius of Heister- 
bach, that already, at the beginning of the thirteenth century, 
St. Patrick's purgatory had become fiimous throughout 
Europe. ' If any one doubt of purgatory,' says this writer, 
* let him go to Scotland [t. e. Ireland, to which this name 
was anciently given] and enter the purgatory of St. Patrick, 
and his doubts will be expelled.' This recommendation was 
frequently acted upon in that and particularly in the follow- 
ing century, when pilgrims from all parts of Europe, some of 
them men of rank and wealth, repaired thither. On the 
patent rolls in the Tower of London, under the year 1358, 
we have an instance of testimonials given by the king 
(Edward III.) on the same day, to two distinguished fo- 
reigners, one a noble Hungarian, the other a Lombai*d, 
Nicholas de Beccariis, of their having faithfully performed 
this pilgrimage. And still later, in 1397, we find King 
Kichard II. granting a safe-conduct to visit the same place 
to Baymond, viscount of Perilhos, Knight of Rhodes, and 
chamberlain of the king of France, with twenty men and 
thirty horses. Baymond de Perilhos, on his return to his 
native country, wrote a narrative of what he had seen, in 
the dialect of the Limousin (Lemosina lingua), of which a 
Latin version was printed by O'Sullevan in his * Historia 
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GathoUca Ibemue/* The vucotint most have had Bovne 
poUtioal object in pubUshing this tract, which is a meire 
compilation from the stoiy of Henry of Saltrey, and begins 
like that with an account of the origin of the purgatorj. 
He represents himself as having been first a Tninister of 
Charles V. of France, and subseqnently the intimate finend 
of John I. of Arragon, after whose death (in 1395) he mm 
seisMl with the desire of knowing how he was treated in tbe 
other world, and determined, like a new i^Sneas, to go into 
Patrick's purgatory in search of him. He saw preoiBely tliA 
same 'sights as the knight Owain, but [as in Calderon] only 
twelve men came to him in the hall, instead of fifteen ; snd in 
the fourth field of punishments he saw King John of Ar»- 
gon and many others of his own friends and relations." 

Mr. Wriffht adds in a note, that 0*Sullevan erroneously 
places the date of this visit in 1328. ** Every historical allu- 
sion contained in it pouts out the date of Richard XL's 
wfe-oonduct. At Ihiblin the viscount is introduced to the 
viceroy, Richard earl of March, who was of course l^hard 
Plantagenet." 

The allusion to the &ble of a bird with a human counte- 
nance, in a note at page 233 of the text, refers to the M- 
lowing passage in the writings of Fuller : — "I have read of 
a bird which hath a face like, and yet will prey xxpon, a 
man ; who coming to the water to drink, and finding there, 
by reflection, that he had killed one Uke himself pineti^ 
away by degrees, and never afterwards enjoyeth itself." — 
FvMer'i Worthiet. 

* A very excellent edition of this once rare historical woik, edited 
by the Rev. Matttiew Kelly, of Maynooth, was puUished in Dohliu 
in 1850. ''The originAl work was first printed at Lisbon in l63l. — ^Ta. 
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THE SCARF AND THE FLOWER. 

This oomedy waa represented immediately after Lent in 
the year 1632. The act of awearing homage to Don Bal- 
ihaaar Garloa, as prince of Asturias, was celebrated on the 
7th of March of that year, in the convent of San Jeronimo at 
Madrid. The elaborate description of this ceremony intro- 
dooed into the first act, would be only appropriate during the 
oofntinnanoe of the interest which it excited. 



To the beautiful description of the morning (Act I. so. 1, 
p. 266) may be applied the following remarks of a recent 
writer. 

" One great characteristic of Calderon is the profuseness 
of his imagery — here he reminds us more of Ovid than of 
any other poet ; there is the same careless profusion, but 
with even more grace of manner — ^for Galderon*s language is 
the very perfection of Spanish, and in no other's hands does 
H approach his excellence, combining as he does nearly all 
the richness of the Italian with the strength of the Latin, 
fie abounds with beautiful and often original similes ; but 
that in which he most excels is clothing commoner images in 
newer and lovelier forms. Here his words, indeed, like 
Nestor's, flow sweeter than honey ; and some of his lines 
have often seemed to us to give the ear and mind alike a full 
sense of completeness and satisfaction." — Weatmiauter Heview, 
voL liv. p. 293. 

The leader can scarcely &il to have been struck by the 
characteristic description which Calderon has given of the 
horsemanship of Philip lY. (Act I. sc. 1, p. 277). Exagge- 
rated and extravagant as this picture in some respects 
undoubtedly is, it is still vivid and striking to a very high 
degree, and shows how exuberant the &ncy of Calderon 
must have been, when, upon a subject which seems to have 
been a &vourite one with him, — ^that of cavaliers, 



« 



Who feel their fiery horses 
Like proud seas under them," 

so much new colouring and character can be added to those 
delineations which he has already given us in The Phy- 
sieian of hU awn Howtwr and The Constcmt Prince, The 
present description, in the eiroumstances on which it is 
TOL. II. 2 D 
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founded, and in ooeaaonal reiembluioes of treatment, brings 
forcibly to mind the celebrated passage in the fifth act of 
King kkkwrd the Second, descriptive of Bolingbroke's entry 
into London. There is a calm and perfect beanty in the few 
clear touches of the great English master's pencil which is 
nearly lost in the diffuse gaudiuess (if I may use the espree- 
sion) of the Spaniard's. In this Utter respect it more nearly 
resembles the account which Perithous gives of Arcite in the 
last act of TKe Two Noble Kinsmen. Indeed there are some 
curious resemblances between the two, which however must 
be accidental, as The Two NoUe Kinsmen, though first printed 
in 1634, two years after The Scarf and the Flower wafl pub- 
licly acted in Madrid, must have been written at lout 
twenty years previously; Shakspeare, to whom a portion 
of it was attributed on the original title-page, having died 
in 1616, and Fletcher in 1625. 

It may not be without interest to place in jurtapoaition 
three cognate pictures by such unrivalled artists as Shaks- 
peare, Fletcher, and Calderon. Three descriptive passages 
more characteristic of the peculiar manner of these great 
masters cannot easily be met with. The reader has had 
already the description of Calderon, the following are those 
of Shakespeare and Fletcher. 

" Then as I said, the duke, great BoUngbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 
Which his aspiring rider seemed to know, — 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course. 
While all tongues cried — God save thee, Bolingbroke ? 
You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
XJpon his visage ; and that all the walls, 
With painted imag'ry, had said at once, — 
Jesu preserve thee ! welcome Bolingbroke ! 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
;Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
^spake them thus,— I thank you, countrymen : 
And thus stiU doing, thus he passed along." 

King Richard II, Act V. sc. 2. 



ttd first bestow on him, a black one, owing 
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Kot ft bftir-worth of white, which Bome wiU say 

Wdftkens his price, and many will not buy 

HiB goodness with this note ; which superstition 

Here finds allowance : on this horse is Arcite, 

Trotting the stones of Athens, which the calkins* 

]>id rather tell than trample ; for the horse 

Would make his length a mile, if *t pleased his rider 

To put pride in him : as thus he went counting 

The flinty parement, dancing as 'twere to the music 

His own hoofis made (for as they say, from iron 

Came music's origin), what envious flint. 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possessed 

With fire malevolent^ darted a spark. 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

I comment not ; tne hot horse, hot as fire, 

Took toy at this, and fell to what disorder 

His power could give his will, bounds, comes on end, 

Forgets school-doing, being therein train'd. 

And of kind manage ; pig-like he whines 

At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 

Ulan any jot obeys ; seeks all foul means 

Of boisterous and rough jadery, to disseat 

His lord, that kept it bravely : when nought served. 

When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor dif- 

rring plunges 
Disroot Ms rider whence he grew, but that 
He kept him 'tween his legs, on his hind hoofis 
On end he stands. 

That Arcite's legs being higher than his head, 
Seemed with strange art to hang : his victor's wreath 
Even then fell off his head ; and presently 
Backward the jade comes o'er, and his ftill poise 
Becomes the rider's load." 

The Two Noble Kmmm, Act V. sc. 4. 



" The chase 
Lively portrwture of warfare." — ^p. 279. 

Scott's description of the chase as being 

" A noble mimicry of war," 

singularly resembles the idea in Calderon's lines— 

" — la caza 
Yiva imagen de la guerra." 

* Calkin»t hoofe. 

2d2 
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" Green is the ooloar God doth fling 
First on the naked world, &c."— p. 297. 

TUs if ft rery charming specimen of those graoefizl con- 
tests of wit, poetry, and &ncy, so frequent in Galderon. 
Black eyes and blue, seas and skies, waves and fields, and 
other hannonies and contrasts of nature, have often been 
described and compared with more or less felicity by poets 
and naturalists ; but neither in Bemardin de Samt-P&rre, 
nor Thomas Moore, the two most brilliant masters of the 
simile that I can call to mind, do I recollect any compa- 
rison more &nciful without being overstrained, than the 
original of the passage of which uie above lines are a por- 
tion: — 

'' Let an illustration answer." — ^p. 804. 

** There are in this, as in most of the dramas of Galderon 
belonging to the same dass, great freshness and life, and a 
tone truly Gastilian, courtly, and graceful. Lisida, who 
loves Enrico, the hero, and gave him the flower, finds him 
wearing her rival's scarf, and from this and other otrcomrtm* 
ces, naturally accuses him of being devoted to that rival ; an 
accusation which he denies, and explains the delusive ap- 
pearance, on the ground that he approached one lady as the 
only way to reach the other, llie dialogue in which he 
defends himself is extremely characteristic of the gallant 
style of the Spanish drama, especially in that ingenious 
turn and repetition of the same idea in different figures of 
speech which grows more and more condensed as it ap- 
proaches its conclusion." — Ticknor*s MiUcry ofSpam^LUe- 
ratuire, vol. ii. p. 857. 

There is a charm connected with this drama,, and with 
many others of a similar kind, which, like that of Spanish 
life itself, seems particularly grateful to us, from the contrast 
which our northern climate renders necessary ; namely, that 
so much of the action of both is spent in the open air. We 
are always in the presence of Nature, amid the flowers and 
the sparkling sunshine, as in the " Mornings of April and 
May ;" or beside the cool margin of some murmuring fomi- 
tain, in the freshness of a summer's evem'ng, as in many 
scenes of this drama. This may account for the perpetau 
reference to the external appearance of natural objecta, 
which, to persons acutely sensible of the beauty and wonder 
so lavishly scattered about us in this world, forms not the 
least attractive features of Calderon's writings. It also may 
render the poetical illustrations, so frequently indulged in by 
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the oharacten of his dramMy more natural and more likely 
to have been spontaneondy suggested by surrounding 
objects, than would be possible in uie more artificial life of 
people who are less exposed to those influences. Oriental 
poetry, for the same reason, is even still more distinguished 
by this peculiarity, as indeed is all the poetry of primitire 
peoples. If the modem poetry of hardier and more northern 
races deals more successfully with the workings of the heart, 
ttnd is fonder of dwelling rather under the sutSmsc of life than 
upon it, it may arise from the opposite reason, when in our 
ookler regions we are shut out as it were from the more 
beautiful phenomena of nature, like the Laplanders in their 
'wintiy caves. There are vigour and hardiness, no doubt, to 
compensate for the absence of more luxurious and more 
effeminate beauty ; but the di£Eerence is very striking, and 
must be influenced, if not wholly occasioned, by the causes 
to which I have referred. 



" The Scarf and the Flower ".was imitated in French by 
Lambert, in 1658, under the title of Lu 8cewr$ JaJUyiueB, tm 
VEi^voarpt et le Bruodet. It has also been admirably translated 
into German by Augustus William^ Schlegel. — See ** Die 
Seharpe und die Slume" — Spamtchu Theater, vol. i. 
p. UJS, 
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